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SECTION I 


HAIL, MAN! 


eR 
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a SO SORE 


HAIL, MAN! 


This flesh is but the symbol and the shrine 

Of an immense and unimagined beauty, 

Not mortal, but divine; 

Sculpture behind our sculpture, 

Lightning within the brain, 

Soul of the singing nerve and throbbing vein, 

A giant blaze that scorches through our dust 
Fanning our futile “Might be” with its “Must”; 
Bearing upon its breast our eager span— 
Beyond, above, and yet the self of man! 


Look how the glowworm with its feeble might, 
Signals the presence of celestial fire; 

How phosphorus upon the sea at night, 

And the swift message o’er the radiant wire, 
Proclaim the awesome thing existence covers; 
Eternity emerging through our husk, 

Sky through our vapor, 

Glory through our dusk. 


Behold the slender scarlet line that hovers 

Between close fingers held against the sun, 

Each like a swift and beaming taper 

Afire from one. 

And how each seems the token 

Of a great mystery no man has spoken, 

Wherein we walk and work and do our tasks, 

Nor dream within what light the spirit basks . 
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This creaking tent we call the universe, 

One motion in a mighty caravan 

Whose million, million orbits but rehearse 
The miracle that swings the heart of man, 

Is but the outward breathing from that Source— 
Call it by whatsoever sounding name, 

God or Jehovah, Life or Primal Force— 
Which, like a vast, impalpable, pure flame, 
Bears up the visible as ’twere a toy; 

Shoulders our burdens like a singing boy; 

Props with its permanence our mortal screen; 
Hotter than hissing fires, than light more keen, 
Solid as stone, simple and clean as glass, 

Pluid as flashing waves that leap and pass .. . 


Yet doth obscuring flesh 

Infinity enmesh, 

While soul within its prison speaks to soul, 
Hailing the habitation as the whole! 

This flesh is but the visible outshowing 

Of a portentous and a mighty thing, 
Whereof, each mortal knowing, 

Becomes a King! 


HAIL, MAN! 
THE ILLUSION 


As I came gliding down from sleep 

As from a height too great to keep 
Without the saving depth of day, 

I heard a voice beside me say: 

“Be not deceived by that bright span 
Which frames the feeble life of man. 

Be not confused or led astray 

By time, which maketh night and day. 
For night is but the brilliant spark 
Flung from the anvil of the dark; 

And days are thrusts from out the sun 
Where God and man and time are one.” 


I looked, but could not see his face; 

I only saw the blinding space 

Whereon his shining feet were pressed, 
The fire that sprayed his kingly breast 
And showed his mantle, fold on fold 
Broidered in bands of sacred gold. 

And I, too, seemed to stand with him 
Upon the zther’s burning rim, 

My soul the center of that blaze 

Which flings the earth’s diurnal rays. 
Myself the blue fire burning fierce, 

The wheel whose points of glory pierce 
To east and west and south and north. 
I heard the little hours rush forth 

Like skimming swallows, heard the years, 
Complaining with their tiny fears, 
Scamper like leaves within the blast; 
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And like a great storm roaring past 
A thousand years went forth from me 
And plunged into Eternity. 


“Be not deceived; thy soul had birth 

In spaces vaster far than earth; 

No time can touch the spirit’s grace, 

Nor time can mar the shining face 

Of him who knoweth well his source. 

No alien blight, no earthly force 

Can rob him of his heritage. 

For him is neither death nor age 

Who spans the universe as thou 

And knoweth man immortal now. 
Couldst thou but share God’s thought of thee, 
Mortal no longer wouldst thou be. 

The solid ground would roll away; 

Thou, too, couldst shoulder the bright day, 
Gather the sea and grasp the sun, 

And spin the earth as a top is spun.” 


As I came gliding down from sleep, 
These are the words he bade me keep. 
And now with daylight in my eyes 

I still can view that Paradise. 

I still can see the fluttering white 

Of him who vanished from my sight. 
Though tethered here on earth, I reach 
To hear again celestial speech. 

No man can take that truth away— 
“Be not deceived by night, or day!” 
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MAJESTY 


I am majesty, older than all men; 

Older than antiquity, new as Paradise. 

When the earth was chaos, I was living then, 

I was the Dawn Word fashioning the skies. 

Older than Jehovah—for that they called him not 
When the sky first mothered her fierce-blown tapers 
Watched I the spinning world, luminous and hot, 
Summoning her bridal veil of snow-pure vapors. 


I am kingliness past earth’s believing. 

Egypt and the Pharaohs housed me for a day; 

Temple, throne and pyramid my royalty receiving, 
Greece and Rome endured me till their splendor fell away. 
I was Jacob’s ladder that led to Heaven’s floor; 

Watched I the seraphim ascending and descending; 

I am the mystery behind the king’s door, 

I knew no beginning and | have no ending. 


I am majesty. I dwell in all men, 

But many live contented with a pauper’s pleasure; 
Feeble is their hearing, though I summon them again, 
Bid them forth to find the key to the king’s treasure. 
I was the beginning, before the world began; 
Builder of the atom, genius of the sod; 

] am immortality, within the breast of man. . 

I am Divinity, I am God! 
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SCIENCE OR SYMPHONY? 


They told me an ape had been the founder of my being, 

Dragged me along the evolutionary track, 

Plunged me in primal ooze, with not an eye for seeing, 

Clean to the single cell they took me back. 

Strange how revolt against the creeds of hell 

Yields no answer but the single cell! 

Strange how we narrow to a clump of sod 

The most high purpose of the living God! 

But I went to the symphony to hear what Schumann 
said, 

I went to the symphony and lifted up my head. 


Label it the functioning of brute desire, 

Mark it in your catalogues by whatsoever name— 
Violins in unison climbed a hill of fire 

And drew me ever after them in filaments of flame, 
Drew me in an ecstasy immaculate and thin 

Till I myself was streaming with the streaming violin. 
Whence came the melody that smote me into rapture? 
Whence came the ecstasy that bathed me silver bright? 
How shall you catalogue and how shall you capture 
Beauty out of Paradise showering in light? 

Say, did it travel through the dark with man, 

Cycle after cycle? Answer if you can! 

Say, did it slumber in primeval slime, 

Slowly emerging through the growths of time? 

This will I grant you of my human tabernacle, 

This will I grant you of the sinew and the bone, 
Ligament and artery and cords that cannot shackle, 
Serving for a little space the mind upon its throne. .. . 
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But I went to hear a logic that was not to be gainsaid— 
I hearkened to the symphony and lifted up my head. 


Whence came the harmony that tore my frame asunder, 

Knocked upon the cloister door where flesh and blood 
are not, 

Freed me from my prison house with tonal waves of 
thunder, 

Shook me from the body till the body was forgot? 

I was a cataract bursting into glory— 

(Say it of my frame that it was once that humble 
thing—) : 

But I who heard the symphony was told another story, 

I was a cataract come to greet the Spring. 


I was the thunder, and the music and the splendor, 

I was the love of God immutable and tender, 

I was the universe and touched its farthest rim, 

I was Creator and the souls that worship Him. 

I was humanity with all its doubting past, 

I was humanity that knew itself at last— 

For I went to hear Tchaikovsky in his symphony super- 
nal, 

I listened to a logic that was not to be gainsaid, 

And I know that the soul of a man is eternal, 

I know that a man lives on, after he is dead! 
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KINSHIP 


I am aware, 
As I go commonly sweeping the stair, 
Doing my part of the every-day care— 
Human and simple my lot and my share— 
I am aware of a marvelous thing: 
Voices that murmur and ethers that ring 
In the far stellar spaces where cherubim sing. 
I am aware of the passion that pours 
Down channels of fire through Infinity’s doors; 
Forces terrific, with melody shod, 
Music that mates with the pulses of God. 
I am aware of the glory that runs 
From the core of myself to the core of the suns. 
Bound to the stars by invisible chains, 
Blaze of eternity now in my veins, 
Seeing the rush of ethereal rains 
Here in the midst of the every-day air— 
I am aware. 


I am aware, 
As I sit quietly here in my chair, 
Sewing or reading or braiding my hair— 
Human and simple my lot and my share— 
I am aware of the systems that swing 
Through the aisles of creation on heavenly wing, 
I am aware of a marvelous thing: 
Trail of the comets in furious flight, 
Thunders of beauty that shatter the night, 
Terrible triumph of pageants that march 
To the trumpets of time through Eternity’s arch. 


HAIL, MAN! 1] 


I am aware of the splendor that ties 
All the things of the earth with the things of the 
skies, 

Here in my body the heavenly heat, 

Here in my flesh the melodious beat 

Of the planets that circle Divinity’s feet. 
As I sit silently here in my chair, 

I am aware. 
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Green! What a world of green! My startled soul 
Panting for beauty long denied, 

Leaps in a passion of high gratitude 

To meet the wild embraces of the wood; 
Rushes and flings itself upon the whole 
Mad miracle of green, with senses wide; 
Clings to the glory, hugs and holds it fast, 
As one who finds a long-lost love at last. 
Billows of green that break upon the sight 
In bounteous crescendos of delight; 
Wind-hurried verdure hastening up the hills 
To where the sun its highest rapture spills; 
Cascades of color tumbling down the height 
In golden gushes of delicious light— 

God! Can | bear the beauty of this day, 

Or shall I be swept utterly away? 


Hush—here are deeps of green, where rapture stills, 
Sheathing itself in veils of amber dusk; 

Breathing a silence suffocating, sweet, 

Wherein a million hidden pulses beat. 

Look! How the very air takes fire and thrills 

With hint of heaven pushing through her husk. 
Ah, joy’s not stopped! ’Tis only more intense, 

Here where Creation’s ardors all condense; 

Here where I crush me to the radiant sod, 


Close-folded to the very nerves of God. 
15 
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See now—I hold my heart against this tree; 

The life that thrills its trembling leaves thrills me. 
There’s not a pleasure pulsing through its veins 

That does not sting me with ecstatic pains. 

No twig or tracery, however fine, 

Can bear a tale of joy exceeding mine. 


Praised be the gods that made my spirit mad, 
Kept me aflame and raw to beauty’s touch, 

Lashed me and scourged me with the whip of fate, 
Gave me so often agony for mate; 

Tore from my heart the things that make men glad— 
Praised be the gods! If I at last, by such 
Relentless means may know the sacred bliss, 

The anguished rapture of an hour like this. 

Smite me, O Life, and bruise me if thou must; 
Mock me and starve me with thy bitter crust, 

But keep me thus aquiver and awake, 

Enamored of my life, for living’s sake! 


This were the tragedy—that | should pass, 
Dull and indifferent through the glowing grass. 
And this the reason I was born, I say— 

That I might know the passion of this day! 


rr 
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IN THE WOODS 


Here that wide Presence, which in open ways 
Diffuses in the glare of common things, 
Drowned in the tumult of our temporal days, 
Lost in the stress of selfish clamorings, 
Regains its Being in the eternal hush; 
Gathers in close communion with the trees, 
Whispers in thrilling messages that rush 
In full recovered rapture on the breeze. 


Listen—and you can hear it singing fine 
In the threadlike melody along the leaves. 
Look—and it leaps in light upon the vine, 
Or drips in magic from invisible eaves. 
Here throbs the heart that underlies the world, 
Its pulses naked to the leaning breast, 
Here stream the primal mysteries, unfurled, 
Here are creation’s yearnings full confessed. 
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WHAT WORD? 


Down of the moth, 

Dust of ethereal cloth, 

Lint of the butterfly’s wing, 
Whence did you spring? 
What substance was caught 
And cunningly wrought 
Divinely to spin you 

And gently begin your 
Are you made of sun shimmer 
Or firefly’s glimmer? 

Are you gathered at dusk 
From invisible husk, 

Borne through the gloom 
To mysterious loom, 
There to be taken, 

Sifted and shaken, 
Carefully cloven, 
Wondrously woven, 
Shredded and shaded, 
Winningly braided, 
Finished and flung 

Where breezes are hung? 
Down of the moth, 

Dust of ethereal cloth, 
Lint of the butterfly’s wing, 
Whence did you spring? 


Down of the moth, 
Dust of ethereal cloth, 
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Lint of the butterfly’s wing, 

What word do you bring? 

At the looms where they fashioned 
You faint as a breath, 

Did your making mean death? 
Such is the penalty here on the earth 
For fabrics of worth. 

Did some stunted finger 
Caressingly linger 

To thresh you 

And mesh youP 

Did wan women die 

For want of the sky? 

Such is the sacrifice mortals must make 
For finery’s sake. 


Did fair elfin children 

Whose birthright is play 

The penalty pay? 

Did they drudge in the dark 

_To powder your spark? 

Are you fashioned of blood, are you fashioned of 
pain, 

By the anguish of souls do you measure the gain? 

Down of the moth, 

Dust of ethereal cloth, 

Lint of the butterfly’s wing— 

What word do you bring? 
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MOODS 


TO-NIGHT 


To-night is like the heart of a black pansy, 

With spots of yellow—stars. 

I will lean my head upon that pillow of enchantment, 
And know the petaled loveliness of stars. 

I will sink deep into the hollow of a pansy-black night. 


LARKSPUR 


I have a mood like larkspur and bachelor buttons; 

I have a clean, blue-blossom mood this morning, 

Decorative, bright, colorful. 

Not like my damson days of rich enjoyment; 

Nor my softly-riding yesterday upon the river; 

Nor steel-blue, granite mornings that strike sparks from 
the will. 

Not like any other mood of morning, noon or twilight. 

Red rambler roses beckon me across the terraces; 

- Tiger lilies, honeysuckle, peonies, call. 

There is a red-bronze beech tree standing in burnished 
beauty, 

And poppies, like pagan parasols, flaunting their scarlet, 

Almost irresistible. 

But I like my larkspur mood the best, to-day. 

I crave the tonic of blue delphinium, the candid look of 
cornflowers, 

Keen, colorful, a ministry to the mind. 
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I will fill my mind and soul with satisfying blue. 

For I have a mood like larkspur and bachelor buttons— 
I have a clean, blue-blossom mood this morning, 

And all the crimson hues must wait! 
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POPLARS IN THE WIND 


They dreamed so long of all the flying things— 
Flying clouds, with opalescent wings; od 
Flying birds, who had no fetters anywhere, 

All the enraptured creatures of the air— 

That, when the storm came sweeping down the sky, 
They lifted all their leaves with the one cry: 
“Now—now we shall fly!” 


And I, who saw them romping in high glee, 

Whose torn, mad banners boasted liberty, 

Said: “There is something here of wild adventure and de- 
light, 

For trees are surely wingéd creatures poised for flight,” 

And watched their revelry and almost seemed to see 

How every tossing branch was saying “Free! Free!” 

Enchanted of the sky, each tree forgetting 

Its earthly setting. 


But in the rain-stilled quiet of the afternoon 

I passed again, and saw how all too soon 

- Their revelry had ended, and each stood 
Subdued and chastened by the rebuking wood. 
Each stared with wonder on the enduring ground, 
Where still their roots had anchor, firmly bound 
By laws that had no thought for yearning cries 
Or longing branches, straining toward the skies. 


Thinking of human poplars whom I knew, 
Musing, I said: “The same grim law holds true— 
People, like trees, reach out to claim the sky, 
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Just to be free! Theirs, too, the same wild cry. 
Theirs, too, the dream of fetters cast away, 

Till comes the quiet of the revealing day. 

And lo! rebuking laws whose roots are found 
Deeper than any tree that ties the ground. 

Sunk in the conscience of the human race, 

No frenzied wish may tear them from their place; 
By being faithful to their human bars 

Mortals and trees may tower to the stars. 
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THE CACTUS FLOWER 


It stood upon its horny stalk, a blaze, an iridescence, 

A wonder-shape that softly seemed to flower 

Out of the dusty hour. 

Its petals poised as fine as fairyland 

Gave to the idle air a vivid motion, 

A stir, a scintillation . . . a betraying 

Of rhythm beyond our sense. 

I felt, but could not touch, I saw but could not claim 
The intensity of that invisible flame. 


O cactus bloom, for me you are a voice; 
You have a Word made audible and sweet 

In radiance that quivers and is caught 

Back to itself, the while I dumbly stare 

To find the secret that has made you fair. 
You have a Word! You, risen to your own, 
Mounting affliction as an emerald throne... . 
] hear you, cactus flower! 
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THE SHAPES OF THINGS 


The shapes of things yield me such melody, 
The shapes and the colors of things; 
Thought of the Infinite Ecstasy 

Symboled in blossoms and wings; 

Fires from the furnace immutable 
Cooling in clusters of good, 

Nature clothing her love for man 

In shelter and warmth and food. 


Behold the shape 

Of the rich purple grape; 

How apples garner the creative heat; 

Melons repeating in their many-seeded story 

The round green earth and dawn’s glory. 

Orange and pear, damson and fig, store an amazing 
sweet— 

Globules of glory from the escaping fire, 

Flung from the full fingers of desire. 

And ripe carnelian berries, 

Currants and plums and cherries 

Are sparks of joy still burning 

From the creative yearning; 

As if the Eternal Ardor strove to press 

One drop more of deliciousness! 
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CURVES 


God thinks in such convincing curves and chalices; 
Mountains and hills, lilies and birds in flight— 
And in the sky where Beauty’s palace is, 

Bubble on bubble of transcendent light, 

Disk upon disk of fire, jewel on jewel, 

Fed ceaselessly by His undying fuel. 


NATURE POEMS 


ROCKS 
(Lake Minnewaska, Ulster County) 


Rocks are jagged and weird and wild, 

Or they are beautiful and glad, 

Or they are wistful as a child, 

Or they are grim and sad. 

Some days they are like dancing flame... . 
They never are the same. 

They never are the solid mass 

We think they are, and could we pass 
Before them in their native key, 

Another substance they would be. 

Rocks may betray an undulating grace, 
Warm gestures and a living face, 
Teaching a secret we have not been told— 


Zi. 


That we, not they, are dull and hard and cold! 
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MOSS 


(Pine Tree Inn, Lakehurst, New Jersey) 


When God weaves velvet on the looms of Spring, 
Mortals, beholding, turn their heads in wonder... 
Such skill and tenderness He pours in everything, 
Till Fairyland blooms over us and under. 

And mortal feet may tread on April floss, 

May grasses and June moss. 


Moss is too exquisite for human touch; 

I think He must have made it to beguile 
Angels and gods to stay with us awhile; 
Or else, perhaps He loves us all so much 
We seem to Him not erring folk at all, 
Nor knows He anything of Adam’s fall, 
But sees us all perfected and complete— 
Worthy a royal carpet for our feet. 


NATURE POEMS 
COMMON THINGS 


Even the kitchen cup I measure by 

May hold its quota of the blue sky, 

Its handful of Heaven, 

As bread holds leaven. 

And a silver faucet stem may bring to me 
The hill’s white laughter, 

The mountain torrent’s ecstasy. 
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STEAM 


I never cease to marvel on the miracle of water, 
And how her wedding with a flame 

Brings a fairy daughter; 

Shape elusive, wonderful, brief visitor on earth; 
Symbol of divinity, and angel birth. 
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LANDSCAPE 


(Lake Mohonk, New York) 


Some speak of hills and trees as things apart; 
They are my inmost heart... 

They are the very flowing forth of me, 

The utterance of hope, and love, and mystery. 
And when | move with rapture, so move they. 
And when | walk at sundown, they go with me all the way. 
They are my very presence, and I, theirs. 
And when I go to sleep, they are my prayers. 
They are my splendor in the stirring day, 
Each yearning twig and spire 

A spoken word of fire 

Saying in beauty what I may not say. 

They are the passion of my soul’s reach 

That needs no lovelier speech. 
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GARDENS 


The quilted earth laid softly out in Spring, 
In squares of velvet brown and satin green, 
With tucks and featherstitching in between 
And pearls on everything. 

Ruts in the road, so friendly to my feet, 
Making the lonely path safe and sweet; 
Pebbles of onyx beauty, smooth and round 
Gleaming in shy rapture upon the ground; 
Fireflies jewelling the edge of night .. . 

These shapes are my delight. 
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WINGS OF THE SOD 


Grass is the wings of the sod; 

Leaves are the wings of the tree; 

Clouds are the wings earth wears for God; 
Love is the wings of me. 
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MINSTRELS 


Trees are the messengers of angel mirth, 
Minstrels of cosmic passion. Tied to earth 
They live aloof, beyond our human reach, 
With gods conversant in an unknown speech. 
Wives of the ether, lovers of the dawn, 
Harps for the winds of God to play upon, 
Their trillion iridescences awaken 

With the first sounding of the sun’s red... . 
And with the final chords of rapture overhead 
Their boughs are shaken 

By agonies of bliss we may not hear 
Through the dull channel of the daily ear. 
Oh, were our senses finer than the breeze 
That we might know the ecstasy of trees! 
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WONDER 


What is clover? 

I ask it over and over. 

Lying adrift in a rhythm of red, 

The meadow’s ocean about me spread, 
Washed by the surge of its sweet unrest, 
The wonder gathers within my breast... . 
What is clover? 


And what is honeysuckle? 

I ask it through the luscious day 

And through the deep entrancing night 
When perfume is as real as light. 

It almost makes me feel afraid 

To wonder how is fragrance made? 


I yearn to know what daisies are. 
It fascinates me as a star 

To look on petals fresh as day 
Along the meadow’s Milky Way. 
Sorrel and daisies—what are these, 
And clover, visited by bees? 


Lying afloat in a scarlet sea, 

The earth has drifted from under me. 
The sky is purple upon my sight, 
Marbled softly with moving white. 
What is living? Immense, divine, 
Beyond your reasoning or mine! 
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AFTERGLOW 


When the hills come down to drink 
From the twilight’s purple well, 
At the valley’s tender brink, 

Ere they huddle close to rest, 
Shineth Venus like a bell 

Calling, calling from the west. 


When the hills come down to taste 
Of the mellow afterglow, 

Softly, softly, without haste, 
Making music as they go, 

Faint and rhythmically slow, 
Earth is all a shadowed pool 
Where the soul may drink its fill; 
Where the fretful human will 

In the darkness and the cool 
Seeth Venus like a flower 
Hanging silver in the west, 
Swinging in her saffron tower, 
Calling, calling like a bell. 

And the heart may find its rest, 
Deeply knowing all is well. 
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THE MOON, A RED SICKLE~ 


The moon, a red sickle, garners the ripe darkness 

Low on the horizon. 

To-night she will gather her harvest of grain... . 

Star upon star in her crescent of ruby will gather. 

I shall be lying alseep in the coolness of midnight, 

Dreaming of stars that drop in the indigo air; 

Dreaming of stars falling like wheat in the darkness... . 

Who shall say how the fragrance of stars shall seem? 

I shall be glad if the scent is as sweet as the meadow 

Where in the new mown grass I was resting at twilight; 

I shall be glad if the fragrance of stars is lovely as new 
mown grass. 
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COOL AS A BIRD 


Cool as a bird would I be, 

Saved from the city’s unrest, 

Dropping the world from my breast, 
Careless, enraptured and free. 


Cool as a bird would I fly, 

Far from the city’s despair, 
Tasting the sweet of the sky, 
Tossed in the uttermost air. 


Heat is a hammer of brass; 
Earth is the anvil it beats. 

Parched are the roofs and the streets, 
Worn are the people that pass. 


Worn are the people who herd, 
Hot with the noise and the steam. 
Oh, to be off like a bird, 

Light as the fringe of a dream! 


Oh to be rocked in a tree, 
Dark and delicious and still, 
Sipping the rain at my will— 
Thus like a bird would I be! 
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PSYCHO-ANALYSIS 


Shall we psycho-analyse the rose, 

Tell why its color comes and where it goes; 
Learnedly seek to say how dew reclines 

On honeysuckle vines? 


Shall we psycho-analyse the dawn? 

Show how silver and purple, rose and fawn 
Never bestowed the ecstasy we caught— 
Dupes of our own intoxicated thought? 


Come, O moderns! Shall we analyze 
Thrusts of the living soul that ever tries 
Over and over again to strike her spark 
Here in the muddled depths of human dark? 


Search as you may, ponder and probe and plan— 
Never yet have you compassed the range of man, 
Never yet have you touched the mysterious rim— 
Blazing border of light that circles him. 

Shatter the rose, sunder the roots of trees, 

Find if you can the soul of the singing breeze, 
Show the lover his vision part by part... . 

You cannot kill, thank God, his dreaming heart! 
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THE END OF THE FEAST 


Day’s feast is over, and his careless arm 

Shoves the remaining wine glass to the table’s edge . . 

It wavers, topples to its crimson ruin, 

While a great stain spreads across the sky’s pure damask. 
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A MILK-WHITE BUTTERFLY 


A milk-white butterfly, with spotted wing, 

Poised on a purple thistle bud—a lovely thing!— 
Summoned my senses from their wandering; 

Drew, in a second’s time, my gaze from everywhere 
To one ecstatic circle in the air... . 

Captured and held me, deified, enthralled, 

As if the angel Gabriel had called. 


Acres of softly undulating wheat 

Slow feathering beneath the August heat; 
Billows of meadow beauty, where the grass 
Reddened to see the youths and maidens pass; 
And golden rod . . . and golden rod!— 

That royal aspiration of the sod, 

The final utterance of all earth tries to say 

In one rich summer day. 


While over me the sky swung like a silver bell, 
Whose walls were azure winds that rose and fell, 
And mid-day sun was blazing on the sea 

Whose waters called and ever called to me... 

Yet on that single point of pure perfection could I gaze 
As if it held the focus of Creation’s rays... . 

O milk-white butterfly with spotted wing 

’Tis you have told me everything! 

I know, I know my dreams will all come true— 

O butterfly, I fix my faith on you! 
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TREES 


Trees are astronomers, benign and hoary, 
Tellers of tall antiquity, who stand 
Bastioned upon the bosom of the land 

Yet freed eternally from earth’s red story. 
No lowly secrets of the dark soil 
Command their toil; 

Their learnéd eyes 

Fastened in solemn rapture on the skies 
Witness the bright procession of the stars move on 
From early dark till dawn. 
Seeing Orion with his blazing shield 
Marshal his hosts upon the battlefield. 
Beholding Perseus, whose winged leap 

Turns the devouring demon into stone, 
Melting the while a virgin heart from sleep 
That fair Andromeda shall be his own. 


Trees are historians who tell upon their pages 
The pageantry of ages. 

No earthly dwellers they 

Who watch all day 

The scenic splendor of the sky 

Drifting by. 

Battles and beauties, palaces that rear 
Imperial domes within the painted atmosphere. 
Princes on prancing steeds, 

Heroic deeds 

Unseen of man, whose eager hours are spent 

In ways unseemly to the firmament. 

Fever and fret are strangers to the trees 
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Riding among the stars in giant ease, 
Dwelling amid an ecstasy of light . . . 

Such glory as would stun our smaller sight. 
Trees are historians who strive to render, 

Year upon year, the record of the sky’s splendor. 
Shedding their flaming stars for us to see, 
Printing their new green pages, tirelessly . . . 
While we, who gather handfuls of their gold 
See not it is the starlight that we hold! 


SELECTED POEMS 
BENEDICTION 


(Lake Mohonk, New York) 


Hills are earth’s longing to commune with God; 
Mountains, her great Amen; and trees, 

Loved of the sky, though wedded to the sod... . 
Life has no truer worshippers than these. 
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HARVEST 


(Orchard Terrace, Loyd, Ulster County) 


Pumpkins ripe and yellow on the earth’s full breast; 
Frost-sharp air, colder and colder. 

Crimson fires in the clear white west, 

And a lantern moon swung over earth’s shoulder. 
Crackling and burning of leaves somewhere— 
Thickening smoke in the luscious air; 

And piercing clean to the heart of this 

A dagger of sudden bliss. 
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CANDELABRA 


Trees that lift your branches white 
Chastely in the winter night, 

Holding crystals diamond clear, 
Every twig a flashing tear, 

Every branch an arm of light 

Curved to bear a candle bright— 
Nature’s thought was clear and bold 
When she shaped your hands to hold 
Tapers shining all the way 

To guide the feet of Day. 
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THE WORD 


Life is a many-syllabled intent 
Where stubborn man is spurred 

And all his powers spent 

To find the meaning of that blurred 
And intricate design. Oh, few there be 
For all their erudition, who can see 
Love is the word! 
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AUTUMN IN THE MOUNTAINS 


ONTEORA 


The hills are clothed with the heavens, 
The heavens flow as a sea; 

From billows of sun and shadow 

God’s glance looks out at me. 

O ye who doubt the Creator, 

Will ye say what Sovereign Mind 
Hath summoned the mountain’s canvas 
And painted the wheeling wind? 


Ye who have said no God is, 

And reckoned without His hand, 

Will ye look where the rainbow sod is 
A pean across the land? 

The hills are hung with the heavens, 
The heavens roll as a sea; 

Only a space 

From the lifted face 

Thunders Eternity! 
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OCTOBER 


The world was burnished all too bright, 
Too gorgeous for the aching sight; 

God breathed upon it, over night, 

And lo! The mountains, angel-kissed, 

Are clothed with blue October mist 

Lovely as amethyst. 
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MELODY 


When Autumn leaves hurry in droves across a windy day, 
I hear a lilting tune, scattering and light as they. 
When, in the ripe sunshine, I serenely stand 

Amid the fellowship of hushed brown hills, 
Chords of quiet melody ooze out of the land, 
And out of the air a startled song thrills. 

When Autumn fruitage on the bending tree 
Beckons and makes obeisance unto me, 

And the blue day is starred with globes of fire, 
While hastening clouds behind 

Are like a tossing ocean in the wind... . 

Then the sweet voices of an unseen choir 

Sing to the viol of the stringed air 

And joy, joy, joy is everywhere! 
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AN ICE STORM 


Nature repents her of the sullen mood 

That stripped the forests of their loveliness, 
Ravished the orchards of their luscious food, 
And robbed the gardens of their glowing dress— 
Nature repents. _ 

All in a night her penance hath performed, 

And o’er the earth a rain of pity stormed— 
Tears turned to glory in the crystal air— 

And lo! A sudden world celestial fair. 
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SKETCHES IN WHITE 


SNOW SKY 


A wall of white, wistfully still. 

Birds like fitful bowknots of black velvet 
Painted on porcelain while I wait, 

Forming and unforming to an unseen motif, 
Then suddenly withdrawn. 

As if the dissatisfied artist 

Tried this decoration and that, 

Leaving at last a blankness 

On the sufficient page. 


THE HEART UNTOUCHED 


I am cold and detached as crystal, 

Holding within my being the passion of myriad colors, 
Yet aware of none. 

When will the revealing torch of sunlight 

Pierce the whiteness 

And set my prismatic splendor free? 
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HYMN TO DECEMBER 


Blow, splendid wind, across my day; 
Blow hard, blow bitter and unkind; 
Be rough, be ruthless on thy way, 
Sweep clean the forest of my mind. 


O wind, no withered tree let stand! 
No sundered bough or futile vine. 

Like scattered leaves at thy command, 
My cares and whims and woes are thine. 


O wind across the winter sun, 

Where crystal fires burn deep and cold, 
My spirit, too, would leap and run— 
My will as thine be fierce and bold. 


But thou art comrade to the sky, 
Unhindered is thine onward sweep, 
Thou hast no fetters such as I, 

No human paths of pain to keep. 


Blow, bitter wind, till all my blood 


Sings high and sweet as birds in Spring. 


Bring thaw and rain and April flood, 
Bring leaf and bud and lifted wing. 
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O wind, blow on, nor let there be 
One cranny where thy force is not. 
Blow on, till every path is free 
And all but splendor is forgot! 
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THE RAIN HAS MADE A CURTAIN 


The rain has made a curtain 
Flung softly into view. 

The rain has made a lacy thing 
More lovely than we knew. 
Our window had no drapery 
Save want and work and pain, 
But oh, the gods have sent to us 
A curtain made of rain! 


I knew the dark was wonderful, 

I loved the taste of air— 

But oh I did not know the rain 
Could weave a thing so fair; 

That in a narrow frame like this 
On common glass unheeded 

Her dainty hands could spin a stuff 
So beautifully beaded, 


A web so frail with fairyland 

I dare not touch the glass— 

I hold my breath and shade the lamp 
For fear the dream might pass. 


O shrouded windows of the rich 
Behind your stiff brocade, 

I wish your owners all might look 
Before the patterns fade. 

I wish your sudden eyes could see 
God’s breath upon the pane. . 

As when the dark has brought to us 
A curtain made of rain. 
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WOOD HATH A SOUL 


Wood hath a soul; sometimes I dimly feel it, 
As though a mystic moment might reveal it. 

As though the insensate were no longer dumb, 
It calls and cries and quivers till I come; 

Until the cold thing that my fingers press 
Trembles to flame and sudden loveliness. 


This table whereon [| write, 

Winningly striped and mellow, 

The blurred with the bright, 

The brown with the yellow, 

Russet and rich as harvest under the sun— 
What lion in his lair 

Hath a coat more richly done? 

What woman’s hair, 

Melting in polished brown through lifted hands 
Hath caught Creation’s light in lovelier ways? 
Wood hath a soul; and from the burning lands 
Garners the secret of September’s blaze, 
Captures October like a jewel set 

Within a prism earth may not forget. 


Nor hath this common door less beauty. See 
What intricate and exquisite design 

Travels within its fibre ceaselessly. 
Through the unfeeling oak and callous pine, 
Pushing and pulsing like a conscious thing 
A force, a skill beyond our reckoning, 
Telleth the hardy timber to rehearse 

The varied splendor of the universe. 
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Prisons the shell, the star, the lightning’s leap, 
The brown abundance of autumnal good, 
The zebra’s stripe, the storm, the ocean’s deep 
In the enchanted substance we call Wood. 
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WATER 


Wonderful water! You are a splendor and a perplexity to- 
gether. . 

Fluid immortal made common for the use of man. 

I see you spurting white and slender from the faucet in 
my kitchen; 

I hear you sharp and sudden at my window, 

Your needles broken against the resisting glass. 

I see you driving through the roads and pavements, 

While dust lies down in reverence before you. 

I find you hoarded in the cups of morning glories; 

You are quicksilver on the puckered green of maple leaves, 

Fresh and delightful after storm. 


I see you bearing up the graceful bodies of strong swim- 
mers, 

Yet in that hour you drown a hundred men at sea. 

You span with loveliness the tall doorway of Heaven, 

Holding suspended the passion of the sun. 

I find you flashing from a million coronets 

Within the sublime democracy of the meadow. 

Water, you are a marvel of the Creator’s genius— 

My eyes would measure and behold your beauty! 


Oh, you are slim and sinuous, 

You are seductive, water—you are very fair. 
Curling your happy way across the continent, 
Leaping all barriers with laughing courage, 
Shaking your tresses out upon the rocky hillside, 
Fringing a beaded robe to hide your nakedness. . . . 
You are a woman, water— 
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One whose entrancing ways my heart should understand. 


Nay, you are more than woman—you are Niagara, 

Urging your steeds to goals of danger and despair. 

I see their white manes flowing down the mountain fast- 
nesses, 

I hear the trampling of their hoofs, their thunder; 

I see them pitiless upon the frantic ocean, 

Where giant ships like petals are whirling in the gale. 

O you are mighty in your majesty and strength, water! 

You are a devastation and a sustenance in one. 


Unconquered, you are a devil, you are a wanton. 

Tamed and adored, you are a necklace round the throat 
of Nature, 

You are Niagara, chained and attentive to the word of 
man. 

How can you be so huge a thing and yet so tiny? 

How can you be so black and terrible upon the ocean, 

Yet tremble like a tear drop on the rose within my hand? 
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LISTEN! 


The wedded earth wheels round the sun, 
The sun transfigures all the earth; 
Comes March to tell us Spring’s begun, 
Comes June to give the roses birth— 
And all is done with melody! 

With melody it all transpires. 

We do not hear 

With inner ear, 

We do not see the flaming choirs. 


We see the sodden field and marsh; 
The stony hill, the dreary round; 

The task is long, the lesson harsh, 
The street is clamorous with sound. 
The shriek, the roar, the clanging bell, 
The traffic of the crowded ways 
Shatter the silk of April days. 

We do not know that all is well, 

Nor hear the organ undertone 

That blends all threnodies in one. 


Yet all is done with melody, 

With melody the year begins. 

A heavenly harmony that spins 

Its web of rapture round the stars, 
Gathers the earth within its bars, 

And humming, humming, rich and low, 
Follows the rumbling trains that go, 
And sings within the engine’s throat, 
Melting to music every note, 
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Some night, when you are thrilled awake 
By silences that throb and fall, 

Or in the day time, best of all, 

When you are hushed for beauty’s sake— 
Lo, humming, humming everywhere 
Under the rails and in the air 

Your ear may hear the strains that start, 
Upwelling from the Creator’s heart. 


62 SELECTED POEMS 
APRIL EVENING 


The rim of the ruby colored sun quietly disappears. 

Now an intense pause, pierced by the sleighbell chorus 
of frogs; 

The chirping and gurgling and singing 

Of myriad frogs in the marshes. 

The passionate song of frogs across the cold perfume 

Of early grass and newly furrowed sod. 

Forsythia blooms strive with their yellow 

To put out the dark. 

A curved crystal blade cuts the velvet of clouds, 

And oh, riding a black billow. .. . 

Venus, resplendent, immortal! 
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THE CLEAVING POWER 


A bit of lichen, growing on a rock, may in the end 
Its granite substance rend. 

A bit of moss, 

Airy as angel floss, 

May draw the moisture and the fructifying earth 
To give the forest birth. 

“See,” said the geologist, “on every side 

Is seen the record of the glacier’s stride; 

How all this rugged and amazing land 

Is written deeply by the historic hand 

Of grinding ice or overleaping fire. 

Yet, so seductive is the faint desire 

Of tiny lichen, fastened upon stone, 

That even these frail tentacles, alone— 

Fingers of lace that beckon day by day— 

May draw the force that bids the rock give way, 
Causing the hemlock and the pine to spring 
Where long ago there was no growing thing.” 


“How can it be,” I mused, “that lichen is a blade 
Cutting a path through rocks the centuries have made?” 
He told it clear... . 

How moisture, year by year 

Held by the lichen, freezes into force, 

Becomes a wedge of power in its course, 

And soil drops down within the fissure’s close embrace, 
And seeds find welcome in that sheltered place. 

And I, who listened to the lesson of the rock, 

Felt my whole being waken to the shock, 

While some obscuring bar within my soul gave way 
Making a wider crevice for the day. : . . 
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What if a thought—a tiny, lichen thought— 
Should rend the ills the centuries have wrought; 
What if the power of persistent Will 

Should cleave its way as water does, until 
Throughout the solid ramparts of the night 

A crevice shows the coming in of Light! 
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THE CHOIRS OF SPRING 


In all the Spring there is no sweeter stir 

Than waking green of larch and juniper, 

Nor is there lovelier music anywhere 

Than when the birches hang their leafy halos in the air. 
March blows the doors of earth’s cathedral wide, 
And brings her surpliced choirs of singing rain, 
That patient multitudes may surge inside, 

Out of the winter’s pain. 

Spring’s incandescence makes the meadows bright 
With lamps enough to keep earth’s altars white; 
And the cold penitence of February sod 

Is swung by April’s censers up to God. 
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TO AN APRIL BUD 


(This poem is inscribed to Mrs. Waldo Richards, and was 
published in her anthology entitled “The Melody of Earth,” under 
the title, “The Awakening.” The author is indebted to Mrs. 
Richards and to Houghton Mifflin Company, for permission to 
reprint in this volume.) 


You little, eager, peeping thing— 
You embryonic point of light 
Pushing from out your winter night, 
How you do make my pulses sing! 

A tiny eye amid the gloom, 

The merest speck I scarce had seen— 
So doth God’s rapture rend the tomb 
In this wee burst of April green! 


And lo, ’tis here—and lo! ’tis there— 
Spurting its jets of sweet desire 

In upward curling threads of fire 

Like tapers kindling all the air. 
Why, scarce it seems an hour ago 
These branches clashed in bitter cold; 
What Power hath set their veins aglow? 
O soul of mine, be bold, be bold! 

If from this tree, this blackened thing, 
Hard as the floor my feet have prest 
This flame of joy comes clamoring 

In hues as red as robin’s breast 
Waking to life this little twig— 

O faith of mine, be big! Be big! 


NATURE POEMS 67 
ON EARTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN 


If we could hear the sound that morning brings, 
What chords convey the color of a prayer, 

How the dull word is girt about with wings 
Foaming in rapturous air; 

Could we but see what ecstasy attends 

The calm and simple intercourse of friends; 

Could we but know 

How all the sterile pathway where we go 

Is passionate with flowers and with flame 

Though days are colorless and tasks are tame... 
How the glad country whence we came 

Still hoods us round with veil on shimmering veil; 
Oh, never would our spirits doubt or fail, 

Nor would we cravenly prepare for death; 

But, with awakened breath 

And with uplifted eyes and hearts afire 

We would walk buoyantly and swift, 

Knowing full well there waits us the one gift— 

Our heart’s desire. 
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TULIP BEDS IN HOLLAND 


I used to wonder where the rainbow went 

After its hour was spent. 

I used to think 

The sunset poured its colors, gold and pink 

And lavish purple, somewhere on the ground; 
That dawn’s vermilion and the stupendous blue 
Of daylight’s coming, too, 

Might all be found 

Hoarded upon the palette of the artist earth 

To give new paintings birth. 

Holland, I saw your tulip gardens giving all 
Their tides of color to the Spring’s call, 

Spilling their splendor in one mighty overflow— 
And now I know! 
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ROSE FIRE 


Life is an acorn whose immortal tree 

Mounts in the sun beyond our measured sight. 
We, underground, believing what we see, 
Dream, in our ignorance, it still is night; 

And hug our little shell, and drink the soil, 
While some there be who tell the Spring’s advance, 
And some who sorrow with its tug and toil, 
And others yet who know as in a trance 

The rose fire of a world by us unseen, 

And sing of sunlight where no sunlight goes, 
And where no green is, prophesy the green, 
And where no rose can be, foretell the rose. 

O let us fling to-day our folded powers 

And claim the eternal beauty that is ours! 
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TO A TREE IN JUNE 


Spirit of Beauty embodied in this lovely tree, 

Behind whose wingéd emerald glory 

Billows of snowy clouds move ceaselessly, 

Hear my impassioned cry, my vow this day!.. . 

Huge flower of God, thy petals brush the doorstep of 
Heaven; 

Thy topmost plumes caress the lattices where angels wait; 

Thy last soaring leaf arrives the celestial gate. 

Beauty, thou hast penetrated my heart’s core. 

Thou hast won me utterly, from this day forth 

And forevermore. 

Command my ways, Spirit of Beauty. . . . 

Give me the harshest task, the cruelest duty; 


Give me whips, that I may scourge ugliness from the mind 
of man. 

Give me a tongue, that I may cry it to the unhearing 
earth; 

Give me new wit, give me words of lilting mirth, 

Give me the grace to say a thousandth part of all thou 
SalyeStarman. 

O Beauty, in thy presence, | make once more my vow. 

I, even I, will tell of thee; 


I will cry aloud, “Make straight the paths, make straight 
the way, 


For I have seen Beauty . . . have seen the Maker sud- 
denly.” 


SECTION III 
LOVE POEMS 
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THE GREATER LOVE 


Did you hear me in the wind, O my lover? 

Did you see me in the rush and bending of boughs in the 
storm, 

Green upon green embracing, retreating, emerging like 
waves of the sea, 

Shaking great plumes of passionate light and shadow . . . 

Did you see me, lover, in any of theseP 


Did you hear me in the dawn, O my lover— 

Did you hear me in the warbling of birds? 

Or compass me in field or gold-starred meadow 

Pulsing in rhythmic billows under the sun? .. . 

Did you see me at night in the riot of fireflies— 

Gorgeous, untamable, barbaric, beautiful 

Even as winged stars from an Orient sky? 

Yea, in truth have you seen me in all of these, 

For since loving you my heart has grown large as the 
world, 

Encompassing and understanding all things; 

In truth have I entered the very elements and become 

All that your eyes behold, all that your hands touch or 
your senses taste, 

All that your spirit apprehends. 

One thought of love from you, though never from your 
lips escaping, 

Has liberated my pent spirit, 
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Sent me soaring, spreading, streaming, 
Until there is no cage anywhere in the universe for me. 


Did you see me in the rose bloom, lover? 

Did my face smile on you from the clouds? 

Think not, O heart of hearts, that your imagination has 
cheated you, 

For I am literally everywhere, 

Since your spirit calls me everywhere. 

And I am become wide as vapors, ethereal as light, and 
so ecstatically swift 

That only a beckoning flash from the tree tops is needed 

To send me winging into the sunshine, free as a butterfly 

And with the pinions of a bird. 

Heard you a fluttering above your head, 

Delicate as bird’s wings? 

Did you feel me on your heart as a sunbeam, lover? 

Did my spirit slant across your shoulders, tremble up- 
ward to your cheek 

And touch your eyes with ineffable caresses? 

All this am I to you, O Beloved! 

Because your heart has called to me across all barriers 

And disembodied me forever. 
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LOVE, THE MAGICIAN 


| have been multiplied a thousand times. 

I have been strangely multiplied and made over; 
My heart’s cathedral hears a myriad chimes 

In the one voice of my lover. 

Eyes am I given, of many-orbed intent, 

Since sight and hearing with his own are blent. 
For where before two beings stood beneath the sun 
There dwells but one. 


I have been multiplied a million ways 

To meet the new-born glory of my lover. 

My life, that was a timid candle blaze, 

Bloweth the whole world over. 

No mad magician ever spun so sweet a spell 

As the Elysium in which we dwell. 

Dearest, my life was as a single stream 

Going its way within the forest cover, 

With no companion save the lonely Dream— 
Until you came, my lover! 

You came, and miracle on miracle repeating, 
Joined us with other streams that sped the more, 
Till all the waters of the world were beating 

At our hearts’ door. 

Dear, can it be that we, in loving, find the ocean 
Where plunge the human heart-streams in their course, 
Pouring through all Eternity their great devotion, 
Each in the other finding the One Source? 
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SPEAK TO ME WITH EYES OF LOVE 


Speak to me with eyes of love! 
Eyes of friendship may be kinder, 
But my soul would have reminder 
Of the years we knew before. 
Dost remember how, of yore, 
Long ago, in primal splendor 
You and I were lovers tender? 
Lovers fierce and strong were we 

In an age sublimely free. 

And my haunted heart goes back 
All along the ancient track. . . . 


Look at me with eyes of love! 

Eyes of friendship have no token 
When the soul is stript and broken. 
Eyes of friendship are no truer. . . 
O, my comrade, be my wooer, 

Be my lover and pursuer 

That the dreamer in my heart 

May arise and play her part. 

That the singer in my spirit 

Lift her gladdened wings to hear it, 
O my Lover, to my soul 

Speak the word that makes me whole! 
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IT IS MY GLORY 


It is my glory that I lie here under the sky, 

Dumb with the dearth of my own being, 

Spent with the wanton grief of my soul 

And kin to all sad things that are sadder than I... . 
It is my glory. 

Life is a harp with the strings gone, 

A frame of tawdry gold, which, when I touch, 

My fingers find emptiness only. 

Life is an instrument I may no longer play, 

And I, the player, have come up among the mountains 
Seeking comfort where no comfort is. 


When shall I again be eager, turbulent, afire with living; 
When shall | again push forth with royal thrust 

To meet the arriving Day? 

I am bereft, I am bereft of thee, 

O my Beloved! 

And all days to me henceforth are as darkness 
Forevermore. 


Where is the self that once was beautiful— 

The glowing entity that flashed from me like sunlight— 
Where is my own presence, the loveliness that once was I? 
Gone as a garment slipping into silence, 

Even as waves slip back into the devouring sea. 

] am a voice, wailing, yet there is no sound; 

I am prayer where no answer cometh; 

I am a light shining where no ether carries, 

My soul a star whose beams may never reach the earth. 
Nothing that goes from out my heart arrives; 
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Nothing that aches within myself escapes into the air, 
Or yet, escaping, finds answer anywhere. 

Life is a vast sea of waters, where the dove may fly forever 
And find no rest for her beating wings . . 

O Love, O my Love! 


To find you, and in that same hour to be bereft. 

I, who was a living soul, 

Am now no longer even woman; 

I am sent backward along the plains of time 

To the dull mind of beast or plant or stone— 

Yea, backward, far backward have | gone 

As if my very being stopped and all that spoke and sang 
in me 

One time, had ceased forever. 

It is my glory that, looking on yon burnished mountain 

Flaming its autumn passion to the astonished sky 

There leaps in me no spark, no spray, no single jet of joy, 

My heart a stone that turns not, my pulses winter-locked 

Within September sun. 

Sea on sea of crimson, under a sapphire dome; 

Riotous, abundant brown bursting into purple, 

Hills resplendent with an insane and reckless glory, 

Air like the spilling of all heavenly wines at once; 

Yet I, like a log lying impervious, 

Unanswering in the midst of all answering things. 

Even so gazeth the animal in the field; who seeing wave 
on wave of summer bloom 

Blankly beholdeth, yet seeth not. 


All is a gorgeous canvas, pricked with holes for light; 
All is paint and useless cloth, within a gaudy frame. 
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I will thrust my hand through it . . . and the canvas will 
crumple; 

The painted trees break into futile pigment, the sky col- 
lapse into its own nothingness. 

Life is a harp with the strings gone! 

My hands may reach, and reach eternally .. . 

It is my glory that love, unanswered, hath thus extin- 
guished me. 

Love that were less, deserved no name of love; 

Call it not weakness, ye who scoff and scorn; 

And had ye love like mine, and had your sons and daugh- 
ters, too, such love, 

God would give beautiful people yet to the world 

With minds like the mind of my dearest; a soul like his 
soul; 

And sinews that sing in their strength as sing the dear 
bones in his body; 

Yea, God’s own race would yet people the earth! ... 

It is my glory that I lie here under the sky, 

And beat upon brassy portals that open not; 

The whole universe hath become as brass. 

I beat upon you, | beat upon you, O brazen silence, 

And call upon a God who answers not! 
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GRIEF 


Upon this trouble shall I whet my life 

As ’twere a dulling knife; 

Bade I my friend be braver 

I shall still braver be. 

No man shall say of me, 

“Others he saved, himself he cannot save.” 
But, swift and fair 

As the Primeval word that smote the night— 
“Let there be light!” 

Courage shall leap from me, a gallant sword 
To rout the enemy and all his horde, 
Cleaving a kingly pathway through despair. 
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COMMUNION 


You said you would close the door 
Where skies of love implore, 

And my soul went down in the night 
When the outer door swung tight... 
But the inner door flew wide! 

Since then are you by my side; 
Since then are we face to. face 

In the spirit’s real embrace. 

And I call to you in the day 

And I speak to you in the dark— 
Whatever my soul would say 

Your spirit will lean and hark. 

You said you would close the door— 
Can a word blot out the sunP 

We only possess the more— 

And living has just begun. 
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YOU HAVE COME BACK 


You have come back to me, who seemed forsaken, 
You have come back, through all the gates of grief; 
No sign to show the path your steps have taken 
Over the plains of woe, to my relief. 


You have come back! The shrouded hills awaken, 
The dim and dusty grass puts forth a flame, 

And sullen trees with ecstasy are shaken 

To sing your name. 


Nor look, nor word across the day is uttered 

To span the silence reaching stern and far, 

Yet, Dear, your message to my heart has fluttered 
Like a swift-falling star. 


O Love, what miracle hath wrought this madness 
For us, whose frozen hearts so long were dumb? 
Dreaming, | heard the first far note of gladness; 
Through corridors of sleep I saw you come. 


Now through the night my soul shall seek its mating, 
Swift as a bird to the appointed nest, 

To find the blessedness that knows no sating 

In the enduring haven of your breast. 
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CHOICE 


I'd rather have the thought of you 
To hold against my heart, 

My spirit to be taught of you 
With west winds blowing, 

Than all the warm caresses 

Of another love’s bestowing, 

Or all the glories of the world 

In which you had no part. 


I’d rather have the theme of you 

To thread my nights and days, 

I’d rather have the dream of you 

With faint stars glowing, 

I’d rather have the want of you, 

The rich, elusive taunt of you 

Forever and forever and forever unconfessed 
Than claim the alien comfort 

Of any other’s breast. 


O lover! O my lover, 

That this should come to me! 

I’d rather have the hope for you, 
Ah, Love, I’d rather grope for you 
Within the great abyss 

Than claim another’s kiss— 

Alone I’d rather go my way 
Throughout eternity. 
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THE STAR 


Dearest, as time surrounds thy deed 
With distance and tranquillity, 

Where hours of silence intercede 

And tell thy cause to me, 

The pain thou gavest, for my good, 
Carried aloft to that clear sky 

Where deeds of men transfigured are, 
Burns in a splendid solitude, 

Perfect, serene, and high. 

The searing flame becomes a star 
Whereon I look, with lifted gaze, 

Lost in the dark earth’s tangled maze 
And yield my Aves at thy shrine . 
“This one thing is divine!” 
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LOVER’S MOON 


The moon unfolded like a rose, 
Above a sea of malachite. 

Oh, softly came the moon to-night 
As faintly as a bud that blows. 


The moon unfolded, flushed and sweet— 
My startled spirit cried your name— 
Her heart was yellow as a flame. 

I wonder did you hear it beat? 

I wonder could you hear my cry? 

Oh lovely is a moon that glows 

Above the darkness like a rose 

And sheds her petals for reply. 
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A MAN TO A WOMAN 


And you shall walk with other loves 
Because I left you free; 

Of other souls shall take your fill 

Who loved the soul of me. 

And you shall have your feast with those 
Who never saw my face... . 

And yet beside you at the board 

My heart shall have its place. 


And though you seek for Arcady 
Where once you sought for me, 

And though with others you may share 
Our Paradisal tree, 

So greatly doth your spirit hold 

My being in its spell, 

That he whose word shall comfort you 
Shall comfort me as well. 


In other climes and other years 
Beyond the alluring sea, 

Oh you shall go your wilful way 
Who might have gone with me. 

And you shall give to other loves 
What you to me denied, 

And you shall call him what you will 
Who dwelleth by your side... . 


So deeply hath my spirit claimed 
Its old captivity, 
That he who clasps the form of you 


LOVE POEMS 87 


Shall hold the heart of me. 

With other friends the future years 
Your cycle shall fulfil, 

Yet I who stand from you apart... . 
I am your lover still! 
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MAGNOLIA MOON 


Magnolia moon, 
Blossoming out of the trees, 
Blown by the breeze 
Straight from the warm white heart of June— 
Magnolia moon! 
Leave thy mist meadows, lean unto my sweet; 
Shower her casement deep with luminous petals fleet; 
Breathe to her, shine to her all my coward lips would 
say 
Yet dare not utter as a lover may, 
The times I fling me, wordless, at her feet— 
Dumb, drowned in ecstasy, afraid to look, to touch, to 
sigh. 
Tell her I love her, that I die 
Because of her, magnolia moon! 
Into this plea I pour myself with might; 
Oh, serve me—serve me well this night, 
Magnolia moon, 
Blown from the passionate white heart of June! 
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LOVE’S PASSING 


A child, I lay upon my bed, 
Craving the light. 
The darkness caverned me with dread— 
Vast, merciless the night. 
Sudden a sound that broke the terror spell, 
A rustle on the stair, a creaking floor, 
The dear maternal step I knew so well, 
And then a rush of radiance at the door! 
But ere my childish passion of relief 
Found voice—‘“Hush, go to sleep!””—her firm command. 
The door closed cruelly upon my grief; 
The saving light had vanished in her hand. 


A woman, yearning for illumining 
Along the bitter path I trod alone, 

I prayed impassion’dly the fates might bring 
Some radiance from the Great Unknown. 


A desolation blacker than the night 
Of childish fears was mine; when lo, one day— 
All my starved being reaching for the light— 
Love’s miracle spilled stars upon my way! 


But as I gazed, 

My whole life thrilling to the gold— 
Joy-blinded, bliss-submerged—amazed, 

I saw the magic pass. The dream was told. 


O God! Are not we mortals worthy love, 
That it should shine on us such little while; 
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Just a soul’s gasp—heaven’s curtain rent above, 
Pouring upon our sight an angel’s smile— 

And then—“Hush, hush—not yet!” the dread command; 
The smothered glory and the vanished spark; 

The loved lamp taken by an unseen hand, 
Leaving us sobbing in the dark? 


LOVE POEMS 


HOW COULD I KNOW? _ 


How could I know that this, which meant to me 
My going forth into Infinity, 

Flesh left behind and selfishness forgot, 

Love but the shining sea where sin is not, 

Life but an ocean luminous and vast 

In which our separate spirits merged at last... . 


How could I know that love, which meant to me 
Beauty and light and sheer divinity, 

Should mean the doom of your aspiring soul, 
The flood that swept your being from its goal; 
That like a strong armed swimmer you would take 
The cruel course, for love and duty’s sake; 

Nor looking back across the enchanting sea 
Would strike your path alone, away from me! 
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GIFTS 


Give daisies to my thoughts and let them play 
Like children dancing on the green in May. 
Give tulips to my hopes and let them stand 
Like crimson courage in a bitter land. 


Give wings unto my grief, that it may fly 
A bird of beauty in the morning sky. . . . 
Oh give the lie to all my petty ills, 

And to my somber moments, daffodils. 


Give roses for my doubt, and for my pain 
Give hyacinths upcurling in the rain. 

Give roots unto my dreams and let them grow 
So deep in earth, I may not let them go. 


Give harvest to my toil in sheaves of gold, 

Bring fire unto my hearth in winter cold, 

But to my love, no human offering. . . . 

For love is fire, and faith, and hope, and Spring! 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVED HIM 


(A Wife Speaks of Her Former Rivals) 


I am sorry for my sister women— 

Those who loved but could not have my dearest. 

Their wan looks tell how they have pined for him. 

It pierces me to see his beauty 

And know that they forever 

Must go unsatisfied. 

They seem like me; they are indeed 

As I when I yearned and could not see him. 

They are my selves, my other selves, 

Hungering and thirsting for what life would not give. 


I look on them in pity, encompassing, understanding. 

I look on them with sympathy, deep, full bosomed, 
Suffering as a mother suffers 

In the grief of her children. 

O sisters, he is love embodied, and you have loved him— 
Such is the grief of earth. 

And I who live within his daily presence, 

I who drink and drink till I am drenched with happiness 
As earth is drenched with the radiant certainty of God— 


I look on you and yearn above you. 
O sisters, seek your own loves, 

Find for yourselves the complement 
Of heart and mind and being, 

For life is without form and void 

Till Love’s creative word. : 
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LOVE'S: TELEPATHY 


Oh, you are near, my love, so near tonight 

That, sitting in the dusk and silence here, 
With miles between, I feel your spirit’s might; 

I know your heart’s whole message to me, dear. 


The dark is golden with you, music-filled; 

My reaching thoughts have drawn you, you are mine. 
So near you are, I feel your touch, love-thrilled, 

The magic of you makes the moments wine. 


Love, you are here! Your arms about me fold; 
O blinding rapture of this certainty; 

O storm of stars, O universe of gold, 
Wherein I love my love, and he loves me! 


LOVE POEMS 
YOUR COMING 


If melody could blossom into color, 
If chime of bells could shower into light, 

If song could swell in radiance full and fuller— 
Such were your coming, dearest, to my sight. 


If radiance had a voice of rapture, 
If light were song, and color melody— 
Such were the music that my senses capture 
When in your loveliness you lean to me! 
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THE VOICE OF MY LOVER 


The voice of my lover, breathing above my eyelids, 

“T love you, love you!” 

It is like woodland water making music over mosses; 

It is like leaping water, high in the sun; 

It is like chimes out of midnight, 

Rainbows out of turbulence and gloom. 

The voice of my lover, whispering against my neck, 

“T love you, love you!” It is like sudden violets in hid- 
den places, 

Like golden roses, shedding velvet upon my heart; 

It is like swift fire out of Heaven, blinding fire 

From which my soul may never recover; 

It is like lightning and angel chanting. 

The voice of my lover, liquid, alluring, saying unto me, 

“T love you, love you!” It is like autumn surging with 
many colors, 

The torch of sunset, flaring crimson above the world. 

It is like tumult and crying; 

A storm shaking the hills, rooting up trees and lashing the 
sea into fury. 

The voice of my lover, saying unto me, “I love you, love 
you!” ° 

It is even like unto a harvest moon, ripe and lucent in the 
heavens. 

It is like a hill crowned with stars; mountains with dawn 
upon their peaks. 

I, who have been a law unto my own being; 

I, who have sworn never to obey other than the mandates 
of my higher reason; 

I, who have never yielded to mere emotion, 
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When my lover says, “I love you, love you!” I, even I, 
am grown weak as any reed; 

I am grown gloriously weak and glad to do his bidding. 

Say it to me, lover! 

Breathe it above my eyelids, over and over; 

Breathe it against my temples, where God listens and re- 
sponds; 

Make it known to me in pressure as of velvet; 

Make it known to me in kisses budding out of Heaven. 

The voice of my own love, saying to me, 

“T love you, love you!” 

I am altogether undone by it, 

And by it am I born into a new kingdom. 
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THE BOND INVISIBLE 


Thou art the very marrow of my soul, 
Thou art the very substance of my thought. 
Absent, I still am conscious of the whole 
Glad impulse that my life from thee has caught. 
Core of my core and center of my brain, 
Pulse of my pulse and essence of my pain, 
I sleep to meet thee in a world apart, 

Thy love a moonlight blossom on my heart. 
Thou art the very beating of my blood, 
Thou art the wings of every soaring aim, 
And all the tides of life are at the flood, 
Since loving came. 


Dearest, thou art so beautifully nigh! 

Could we be closer, with the body’s tie? 

Did God, who put our paths so wide away, 
Knowing the bitter mockery of clay, 

Design a love unuttered, incomplete, 

The highest gift within His royal store, 
Knowing that love replete 

Could offer us no more? 
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THE INNERMOST 


Oh, to pierce through 
To the self that is you! 
Oh, could I touch— 

Be it little or much— 
The terrible fire of you; 
Inner desire of you; 
Oh, could I find 

The Being behind! 


Flash in the eyes of you, 

Laugh on the lips of you, 

Kiss from the mouth of you— 

This is not you. 

Passion of joy in the glowing embrace of you— 
Only a trace of you— 

Oh, to pierce through! 

Always eluding, escaping, denying 

The body’s mad crying; 

Essence divine of you, 

Intimate wine of you, 

Poured for my soul 

When it compass the whole. 

Oh, how I shout to you, cry to you, call 

To the Self that is all! 

Being that laughs at the counterfeit death of you, 
Passion and power and beautiful breath of you— 
Greatly | fling all my love to your breast... 
But I cannot pierce through. 

This, this is not you! 
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Hush—Listen—It answers me now o’er the sensitive 
wire, 

Warm, sweet as desire: 

The essence, the fire, 

The you that speaks straight to my hungering spirit— 

Love, almost I fear it!— 

The while I lean closely and finely to hear it. 


You! You! More and more 
I must reach to the core; 
I must probe, I must pierce, 
Where the fountain is fierce, 
Where the center is white 
With the flame of delight. 


Dear love, we must loosen the fetters that bind, 

We must seek, we must find. 

We are caged in this body, the self and the soul of us, 
Dear, I must reach to your soul 

You to mine; 

We must greatly uncover the Being Divine. 


We must scatter the dust, 

We must conquer this crust; 
We must probe to the center, 
Where life is begun, 

And face, each the other, 
Supreme in the light of the sun! 
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LOVE’S BESTOWAL 


What shall my love be to the world? 

What shall my love, thwarted in its beginning, 
Be to the desert world? 

Shall I lie in the smothering sand all day 
Crying, “Woe is me’? 

Shall I cover my body and soul with sand? 
Shall I wail as others wail under the brassy sky, 
“No God, no love, nor rescue anywhere’’? 

Nay I shall never basely say, “There is no God!” 
Under the lovely desert stars I shall not dare deny; 
Under the cooling stars I am too brave to die. 

I who have tasted water, shall not faint nor rest 
Till I again have found that ecstasy. 

I, who have tasted water know that God is good, 
And I shall gird my soul and lift my heart, 
Singing the Truth amid the desert waste. 


Yea, I have loved! And that one crystal drink 
Beckons beyond the parched and prostrate hour. 

I shall not cease nor tarry till the world 

Drinks of the same divine, enchanted stream, 

Nor till that cool delirium has spread 

Its saving waters over all the earth 

I shall not courage yield. 

I, who have touched the lips of Life, shall never rest 
Till all the desert lives. 

I, who have seen the blossom and the bird, may never tire 
Until the desert blooms! 
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THE NEW MARRIAGE 


This bond which has existed since the beginning of time, 

We now recognize upon the planet earth. 

Before the morning stars sang together 

These separate entities were one in the Eternal Mind, 

The Everlasting Love. 

Love sent them forth, on separate errands, 

Questing, ever questing, 

That when they came together 

There should be radiance and a great joy. 

We of the earth respect the mandate of God, 

Seeing the bond existing between these two beings, 

Each yearning for its complement, designed from the be- 
ginning. 

God hath pronounced you man and wife; 

Earth bows to the edict of the Creative Word. 


SECTION IV 


THE BRIDE OF DREAMS 


THE BRIDE OF DREAMS 


I 
My Bridegroom 


My bridegroom comes to me at night, 
Through mystic lanes of azure flight, 
Within a garden weirdly made 
Of wedded moon and shade; 
A magic meadow of the soul 
Where wounded hearts again are whole— 
A garden blooming out of air, 
Swung from the pillars that upbear 
The zephyr weight of Heaven’s stair. 
Ah, Sweet, we little knew that when 
Life challenged us to sacrifice, 
Love planned for us this dear device 
That we might meet again; 
We little knew that God could take 
The fabric of our heart’s desire— 
That from our anguish He could make 
A fairy country, spire on spire, 
And from the essence of our pain 
Could weave a garden, soft as rain, 
Fashioned of every lost delight, 
Where we could walk at night. 
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We little dreamed our hearts could climb 
The hills of sorrow to this place, 
Hollowed so gently out of time, 

Woven so deftly out of space; 

Nor knew we how love’s thwarted pain 
Could rise in rhythm and refrain; 
That earth is only Heaven’s soil 

And all its struggle and its toil, 

Its raptures bitterly denied 

Are plants that push into the light 
Within a garden purified, 

Where all earth’s wrongs are right. 
Here are the ecstasies they spurned 

As we, who never clasped or kissed; 
Here are the melodies they missed— 
The raptures that the spirit earned. 


“Lover, and canst thou answer this? 
Why mortals suffer such despair— 
Why sorrow lurketh in a kiss 

And love but proves the spirit’s snare? 
If love is from a source divine 

What means the gall within the wine?” 
“Love faileth for the soul is small; 
Our mortal chalice is too weak; 

Great is the language love doth speak 
And great the souls that compass all. 
Dost thou remember two who stood 
Wedded and yet disconsolate 
Watching beside earth’s heavy gate 
With wistful eyes for their lost good? 
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“Broken in spirit, hand in hand, 
Through patient years, these lovers stand; 
One grief is ever in their heart, 

One theme the burden of their moan . 
And who hath seen the bird depart 

Or knoweth whither love hath flown? 
Oh, could they visit this pure place 

To find their virginal desire, 

To know again love’s first embrace, 
Recapture love’s supernal fire!” 


All this my lover says to me 

When day is done and we are free. 
When our exultant souls at last, 
Dropping the fettered day beneath, 
Escape the chains that hold them fast, 
As lusty flowers cast their sheath. 


, * 


Why do we in the day forget 

The gardens where we go at night? 
Its memories may heal us yet; . 

Its silvered spaces, darkly white, 

In magic ways may set at naught 
The havoc earth hath wrought. 

. . . Don’t you recall it, peep by peep, 
How on the borderland of sleep, 
Wide gateways blooming out of green 
And sudden statues, dimly seen 
Ushered the soul to some new place 
To meet with Beauty face to face? 
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I 
Sleep Gardens 


’Tis not the land that mortals know, 
This silvered garden where we stray, 
This refuge where our spirits go 

From out the darkness of the day. 

Its flowers shine like candle light 

And when I touch them, one by one, 
These tiny tapers, brave and bright, 
Elude my fingers, like the sun. 

I cannot pluck them, though I try, 

For they are fixed as any star, 

Are never born, and never die— 

So strange the ways of Dreamland are! 
Yet when some mortal takes a rose 

In that far world from whence we came, 
I see the flicker of the flame 

As for awhile the blossom goes. 


Look! How a light went out, just then—... 
Yet, if I wait, it will return 

And like a tiny halo burn 

Across the downy grass again. 

For when from earth the rose has flown— 

Lo, here it leaps in fairy fire; 

No lovely thing that God hath grown 

Can ever vanish or expire. 

Earth’s humblest blossoms all are here, 

Nor scorned by shining asphodel; 
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The buttercups I love so well, 

My meadow grasses, brown and dear. . . 
And look! What spirit stuff is this 

That shimmers in familiar flight, 

Each blossom airy as a kiss 

Blown from the lips of night? 


The dearest flower of all to touch— 
Had mortals but the will to care— 
Hath grown from grieving over much 
And keeping courage through despair. 
God takes the sorrow that we bear 
With shining hands that never grope, 
And tenderly He weaves of it, 

With patience for the leaves of it, 
Love’s blossom of immortal hope. 

Our tears and troubles all He takes 
And of our misery He makes 

An atmosphere like silver spray— 
Needles of fire that dart and play 

As from a fountain out of sight 
Whose subtle presence, through the night, 
Hath made for us our heavenly tryst 
In miracles of bridal mist. 


Ill 
Mist 
How beautiful is mist that keeps 


Its muffled vigil everywhere, 
An immaterial gauze that creeps 
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Across the color of the air, 

An iridescence breathing o’er 

The silver sand of Dreamland’s floor. 
Here, sleeping souls may softly pass 
And see the woes of earth arise, 
Beholding Time as in a glass 
Transmuted ’neath their dreaming eyes. 
For Day is but a darkened hour 
Whose petals open for relief; 

And all the passion of her grief 

Is but an opalescent shower, 

As if earth’s sorrows, curling up 

In vapors of transfigured pain 

Had risen in one altar cup 

From hearts that loved in vain. 


IV 
Shadows 


Yet Dreamland is an eerie place, 

A phantom world of shadows tall, 
Of hushes, holding in their thrall 
Whispers as delicate as lace. 

I go apart, | move apace. . 

And lo! The shadows turn to trees; 
My sight can surely compass these . . 
The souls of trees I left behind. 

Yet when I touch their boughs to find 
The tender twig, the leafy spray .. . 
Behold, they vanish quite away! 

I wonder do they seem to me 
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Wraith-like, because I am of earth, 
And were I of this Dreamland birth 
My hands would touch the solid tree? 
My baffled fingers reach and reach 

To feel their nothingness unfold— 
Dream curtains, blending each in each, 
Melting like mist within my hold. 


This emerald dusk, so softly lit, 

My sight can scarcely compass it... 
As ’twere the sea, yet not the sea— 

I marvel how such blue can be. 
Somewhere, I feel there shines a moon, 
But where, my vision knoweth not; 
The magic of remembered June 

Is woven with an age forgot. 

As if a pale green spirit star 

Through latticed windows overhead, 
With lustre shining from afar 

A pensive glamour shed. 

How delicate the pattern springs 

In moon-medallions, row on row, 
Printing the night with fairy snow 

As if the dark were starred with wings! 


Vv 
The Pine Tree 


Of all the trees that grow so tall 
And come up, smiling, from the day, 
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The pine tree is the best of all— 
She has the noblest way. 


“O pine tree growing green and strong, 
Some counsel from thy strength I seek; 
The muffled way is white and long, 
And I] am but a mortal weak; 

Canst thou to mortals speak?” 


The pine tree lifted up her head... . 
A sigh was all the word she gave; 

A singing sigh that rose and spread, 
Breathing to silence, wave on wave. 


“O pine tree, prove thyself a friend; 
Help me this mystery to see— 

These veils of beauty without end 
And naught but silence under me. 
Terror hath made my heart afraid, 
That Dreamland is so softly made.” 
And then a sound, so high, so frail, 
And fine as tuning violins: 


“Fear not if touch or vision fail— 
Where substance ;thins, 
There sound begins.” 


No voice had spoken, yet I heard 

As in the night one hears a bird 
Whose summons like a spangled thread 
Makes beaded brightness overhead. 
And where the pine tree bade me wait, 
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I, looking for an open gate, 

Found bars of music swinging clear 
That I might enter without fear. 

At first they seemed a ladder flung 
To guide my halting feet aright; 
Perhaps a golden signal hung 

To span the gulf with light. 

And when they opened wide to me 

I knew that death could yield no more, 
Nor Heaven could set the soul more free 
Greatly to conquer and explore 

The countries of eternity. 


VI 
The Heavenly Birth 


My bridegroom comes to me at night, 
A being pure, a being white; 

Blazing he is from core to core, 

Nor could my love ask more. 

And when I hide my eager face 
Within his wonderful embrace 

No less is he my lover than 

Were he a living, breathing man. 


And this my lover tells me when 

I turn me to his arms again:— 

“If dreams were wedded to the earth 

And earth became the bride of dreams; 

If man would wear his heavenly birth 

More grandly than the birth that seems— 
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Bodies would mirror God’s design, 
Mortal no longer, but divine. 

Go, look within some shining pool . . . 
Behold the Being God hath made, 

Of which thy flesh is but the tool; 
Witness the shape His hand portrayed.” 


VII 


The Mirror in the Sky 


My lover bids me lightly wear 

A hood of stars about my hair; 

So for my own and his dear sake 

A dazzling chaplet I will take. 

But for the sake of God, I look 

To see my image in a brook... 

A heavenly brook is made of sky, 
But rivers like the Milky Way 
Have banks of lilies foaming high 

In plumes of alabaster spray. 

“God, show me where Thy mirror lies 
That I may look within and see 
Without the blur of earth’s disguise 
Thy pattern when Thou madest me.” 
Such blinding ways this glamour hath 
Where fiery comets make a path 

As beautiful as goldenrod 

To grace the feet of God. 


The pool of darkness grows apace, 
It widens to the farthest rim; 
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I gaze within to see my face... 
And lo! His hosts of cherubim. 
“Why should the clay so clumsy seem 
That glows so whitely in my dream? 
Our earthly body shines not so 

With this immortal glow.” 


My Bridegroom only smiles to see 
How baffled mortal eyes can be. 

He is so greatly, fiercely kind— 

Not cold or pallid as we say 

The spirit should be. How I pray 
That earthly beings yet may find 
Such love as he has shown to me! 
And knowest who this Bridegroom is? 


Ah, love, thy heart should tell thee this. 


For if thou lovest, lovest well ... 

We need no word to tell. 

’Tis thou who comest in the night, 
When we, apart, yet hunger so, 

That our two beings, taking flight, 
Speeding through space without a bar, 
From world to wheeling world may go 
Treading superbly every star. 


My Bridegroom comes to me at night 
And stayeth by me through the day. 
Your eyes nor mine may see him stay, 
And yet I glimpse him in the flight 

Of silver swallows skimming high, 

Or in the sweetness of the sky 

That cometh in the dim twilight... . 
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I sensed him then—so close, so fine... 
An influence like some divine 

And dear caress upon my hair. 

Look! Shines a softness yonder, where 
Upon my table lies a book... . 

Almost it seemed his golden look. 


“Had mortals but the wit to use 

The radiant substance God hath spent, 
The spirit with the body fused, 

The body with the spirit blent, 
Immortal life would bloom to birth 
And Heaven clasp the hand of earth.” 


SECTION V 
HUMAN THINGS 


HUMAN THINGS 
(A Song of Thanksgiving) 


Thank God I can rejoice 

In human things—the multitude’s glad voice, 

The street’s warm surge beneath the city light, 

The rush of hurrying faces on my sight, 

The million-celled emotion in the press 

That would their human fellowship confess. 

Thank Thee because I may my brother feed, 

That Thou hast opened me unto his need, 

Kept me from being callous, cold and blind, 

Taught me the melody of being kind. 

Thus, for my own and for my brother’s sake— 
Thank Thee I am awake! 


Thank Thee that I can trust! 
That though a thousand times I feel the thrust 
Of faith betrayed, I still have faith in man, 
Believe him pure and good since time began— 
Thy child forever, though he may forget 
The perfect mold in which his soul was set. 
Thank Thee that when love dies, fresh love springs up, 
New wonders pour from Heaven’s cup. 
Young to my soul the ancient need returns, 
Immortal in my heart the ardor burns; 
My altar fires replenished from above— 
Thank Thee that I can love! 
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Thank Thee that I can hear, 

Finely and keenly with the inner ear, 

Below the rush and clamor of a throng 

The mighty music of the under-song. 

And when the day has journeyed to its rest, 

Lo! as | listen, from the amber west 

Where the great organ lifts its glowing spires, 

There sounds the chanting of the unseen choirs. 

Thank Thee for sight that shows the hidden flame 

Beneath all breathing, throbbing things the same, 

Thy Pulse the pattern of the thing to be . 
Thank Thee that I can see! 


Thank Thee that I can feel! 
That though life’s blade be terrible as steel, 
My soul is stript and naked to the fang, 
I crave the stab of beauty and the pang. 
To be alive, 
To think, to yearn, to strive, 
To suffer torture when the goal is wrong, 
To be sent back and fashioned strong, 
Rejoicing in the lesson that was taught 
By all the good the grim experience wrought. 
At last, exulting, to arrive. . 

Thank God I am alive! 
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THE IDEALIST 


This much, O realist, would I explain to you: 
I never saw the world as others do... . 

It hung suspended in a burning haze, 

A mad bewitchment running through my days. 


And you who follow me with eyes of mirth 

For what my soul must sing of this dull earth, 
Crying, “Awake! Be mortal and not saint, 

Lest through ethereal joy the body faint.” .. . 

To you and such as you, I only say 

There never was, for me a “common day.” 

My sky is firmer than the solid land. 

Come! Dream with me, and you will understand. 
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THE SENSES 


How wonderful is sight that brings 
With every turning of the eye 

A universe of lovely things 

That swarm the earth and gem the sky. 


How delicate and keenly good 

The powers that would help us make 
The daily ritual of food 

A feast in which the gods partake. 


The ‘common senses!”” What are they 
But doors that let the spirit through 
To find and touch our yielding clay 
And fashion as it wills to do? 


I wish that he who grimly prays 

For sinful souls to find their doom 
Would walk abroad on April days 

Or smell the orchard boughs in bloom. 


I wish that he who talks of “‘sense” 
As if it were an evil thing, 

Would take the hearing’s evidence 
When meadow larks begin to sing. 
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SONGS OF THE BODY 


MORNING 


The sound of the water on my shoulders in the morning, 
It is like silver bells out of blue. 

The thrill of the water on my body in the morning 
Gives courage great and new. 

The cold of the water, the sting of the water, 

The mirth of the water as it leaps to find me... . 

Oh, it is lovelier than birds singing 

Clear in the morning. 

Oh, it is beautiful as laughing bells! 


NOON 


My body is the lightning rod of my spirit, 

And I honor it as such. 

I do not worship it, nor deem it greater than myself. 
I do not confuse it with myself, 

Which towers over it like iridescent fire. 

Pour down upon me, O Spirit of Eternal Energy 
And make my body luminous and fit for God! 
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THE WONDER OF SLEEP 


How wonderful to drink the dark sea wave 
That sucks me under, drowning me to save!— 
My diving-board the pillow, whence I spring, 
Exultant as a swimmer who shall fling 

Body and being in that final leap 

To search the immortal treasure-caves of sleep. 


How different from death this drowning is; 
How quick with life these green immensities, 
These airs electric, bursting bubble-fine; 
This sharpened sense of beauty that is mine, 
This whirlpool of rejoicing where I spin, 

A disembodied rapture. 


Then such a silence as no mortal hears, 
The deafness of the sea within my ears; 
Then such a summons as the swimmer knows 
As up and up through thinning wave he goes. . . . 
And I, a being sleep-refreshed and thrilled 
Wake from an ocean coral cave to find 
The dawn light streaming through my window blind! 
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DAYS 


Days are thrusts out of Eternity, 

Swords out of serried splendor, where the soul 
Stands emperor of time and circumstance; 
Beholding in one glance 

The scattered regiments of marching years 

Bear down the citadel of human fears, 

Treading a single measure to one goal. 
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FLESH 


Flesh is the web the soul weaves 

About its too-bright center, 

Saying to all who enter, 

“Lo, find me through these folds. 

He who beholds 

Or seeks with unanointed hand 

My burning majesty, he may not stand.” 
Even as solar spheres whose whorls of passion 
Summoned from chaos shapes for flame to wear 
So doth a consciousness within us fashion 
The bodies that we bear. 


Could we but strip the surface from the man, 
Tear off the seeming from the enduring plan, 
Such melody and magic would appear, 

Such devastating beauty, as would sear 

The very sight to gaze on. Hush—be still! 
Go now within that shrine no man has trod, 
Back of the restless brain, the tense will; 
Back where the engines of the pulse begin; 
Back where the molten door swings in 

And the upleaping flame announces God! 
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YOUTH TO THE CYNIC 


“If you could know! If you could only see!” 


Your leveled, merry eyes made light of me. 
“Take not the world so tensely. Time is brief. 
Life is for sport, and wit, and gay relief.” 


“But oh, such wonder in the dawning day’— 
Helpless, I smiled and gestured; strove to say 
Some bungling word to tell the joy that went 
Like a great wind across the firmament. 

And I was dumb before your clever wit. 

“But dawn is old. Let’s have some spice with it! 
Let’s rhapsodize on something wholly new.” 
Stars, winds and tempests, too, 

Were old and past, you said; 

Nor saw a soul as wakened from the dead 
Gazing upon a mad, transfigured earth 

Clad in the raiment of celestial birth. 


But oh, what music matched the word you spoke; 
What spirals of enchanted color woke 

Within the illumined air above. 

And a wild fragrance, as from being in love, 
And bliss that catches at the throat, as when 
Some tender sight moves to ecstatic tears. 
Friend, I am free of you and all your fears! 
Age may not cavil at the fires of Truth 
Springing eternal in the heart of youth. 
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IN A STUDIO 


My soul responds to this room 

As a lily loosed by the sun, 

Each lovely object, one by one 
Warming it into bloom, 

Wooing the ardor from my heart 
To run like fire along the walls 
Where Turner’s artistry enthralls. 
Or, mating with its counterpart 

In rivalries of light and shade 
Melting within a rich brocade. 
Or, poised above a cabinet 
Where jade and ebony and jet 
Or amber overlaid with gold 

Lure me with colors manifold .. . 


I love the resonance of brass, 

And all my hungry nerves are fed 
By the ripe ecstasy of wood; 

And frescoes delicately spread; 
And by the sorcery of glass 

In sparkling solitude. 

Fluent as flame and keen as wine 

I drift and hover, breathe and shine. 
My eager, answering tendrils twine 
And curl within each curling cup 
That drinks my essence up. 

O Psyche, where your beauty springs— 
O Mercury, with flying feet, 

I, too, am borne on pinions fleet, 

I, too, have wings! 
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VIOLIN 


What wounded thing 
With broken wing 
Has touched thy string 
And tuned thy throat? 
What seraph note, 
What star afloat 

Was snared within, 

O violin? 


What soul was lent 
Embodiment? 

What fierce lament 
Of rage and fire 
Hath made each wire 
A demon’s choir... . 


What storm at sea 
Hath shaken thee 
And set me free 

And made me brave? 
What shouting wave 
Its music gave? 

O thing of wood... . 
Hast understood! 
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AFTERNOON TEA 


The trees are having afternoon tea 

Out on the amber lawn, 

Each at its long shadow table 

Welcoming guests with the coming of five o’clock. 

They smile and nod and chatter, 

Spreading their skirts most graciously, 

Gesturing gayly with each wafture of the breeze. 

Oh, it is nice to be a tree hostess, 

Presiding over smooth, dark tables 

And lacquered trays carrying doilies of leafy design. 

Such beverage was never brewed by human skill, I fancy! 

Late sunshine, filtered through pine needles 

And poured with a rich intelligence, that every guest may 
drink. 

Beautiful beverage, out of a turquoise bowl 

Painted by hand of an unseen Artist. 


All the little shrubs and grasses are alert, listening; 

Gossip is going on, and there’s a flutter of lifted hands. 

Now there’s a little hurricane of laughter, 

And now—‘‘Good-bye, my dear. Do come again—soon!” 

The trees are having afternoon tea out on the amber lawn. 

It is nice to be a tree hostess, 

With nothing to worry about, 

Nothing to spoil or break— 

And Nature standing ready to be waitress whenever the 
mistress calls! 
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TO A PAIR OF OLD WALKING SHOES 


(Recalling a Mountain Climb) 


You have outlived the dream, 
You have outlasted all 
Glamour and mist and gleam, 
Flush of a soul in thrall. 
Little I deemed it true— 
Wild was the hour, and glad— 
Oh, could the sight of you 
Summon the joy | had! 


Earth was a fairy globe 

When the crest of the hill was found; 
Life was a shining robe 

Wrapping us gently round. 

Why should the gods descend 
Binding two hearts in one, 

Seeing the shadowy end 

Ere happiness is done? 

You have outlived the thrill— 

Your leather and cloth and strings— 
But once when | climbed a hill, 

You fitted my feet with wings! 


132 SELECTED POEMS 
MEMORIES 


(A Woman to Her Rival) 


Where met we? Where before have I seen your face? 
Was it in Persia, Thrace, or splendid Babylon? 
Were you some idol of the populace, 

A pampered star whose wanton loveliness 
Enthroned you in the mad heart of a king; 
Mounting the stairway of his adoration 

Till with your fragile hand you ruled the nation? 
How crimson were your laughing lips to her 
Whose rightful throne you took . . . without a stir 
Of sorrow or compunction! O my friend, 

I find in you the olden trace. The snare, 

The tawny treachery that is your hair 

Enslaved him long ago .. . I know. 


Yea, we were rivals in the fevered race; 

One fell behind, the other rode in triumph. 

And who shall perish now and who shall stand? . 

Nay, give me not your hand! 

Where met we? Where before have I seen your face? 
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THE FACE IN THE MIRROR 


(A Woman Speaks to Her Reflected Image) 


You must have some secret knowledge 
That can keep you glad, 

Smiling at my tragedies, 

The hurts that make me sad. 

You must know some happy thing 

Beyond this range of woe, 

That helps your eyes to hold their light, 
Your lips to keep their glow. 


You must guard some certainty 

Of triumphs yet unseen, 

To smile fulfilment back at me 

When life is starved and lean. 

You must know some deeper lore 
Than schools of learning teach, 
From some fountain you must drink 
Beyond the body’s reach. 


From a source unknown to earth 
Your radiance must spring; 

Not a trace | find in you 

Of any sorry thing. 

Nothing of my sacrifice, 

Nothing of my pain— 

Almost it would seem that sorrow 
Sorroweth in vain! 


I shall trust the thing you say 
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Whatever be my lot; 

Grim disasters of the hour 

I accept them not. 

I shall take the hope you give 
Though life itself denies. 
Something tells me it is true. . 
The secret in your eyes! 
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THE ROSE 


And so must life be many-veined; 

The loves that hurt, the fate that blent 
My life with myriad lives and ways, 
The processes that probed and pained, 
The pencillings of nights and days— 
Cross currents, tangling as they went, 
With oh, such conflict in my soul!— 
How should I know that they were meant 
Just to make living sweet and whole, 
Just to unclose 

God’s perfect rose? 
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CONVERSAZIONE 


Have you ever spoken to a rose 

And heard her faint reply? 

A thing so delicate 

No word may articulate? 

Have you hailed an April cloud, skimming nigh, 
Have you had the wind walk with you, 

The keen rain talk with your 

Rain is witty as can be— 

A scintillating speaker she! 


Brooks have a way of talking, too, that’s quite diverting 
When they’re not flirting 

With every dapper tree that dances by; 

But lakes, I am told, 

Have treasures manifold 

And are very entertaining when they try. 

Indeed, a lake was telling me the other morning 

About a modern parasite across the way— 

A river bank who dreams of nothing but adorning, 
Looking at her lashes in the stream all day! 


And oh, of all the clever things the laughing river said! 

She heard a woman talking of a rainbow overhead: 

“You know, such flaunting colors are offensive to my 
sight; 

] really think the taste of the Creator is not right.” 

Hollyhocks and sunflowers, pinks and daisies too, 

Primrose and marigold, she thought them quite taboo. 

“No cultured person dresses in this fashion, as you know; 

And all this gaudy coloring creates a vulgar show,” 
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She further said she thought the pussy willow, with her 
furs on 

Quite a proper person. 

“Without them,” laughed the river, “on a raw day 

She hasn’t much to say!” . 


The critic further amplified: “Some day will Nature learn 
To color with a quiet hand the poppy and the fern; 

To soften down the sunrise and modify the fruit 

And ostracize October when her gowns don’t suit!” 


- 
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GRADUATION 


(To Katherine Thurber, and to “Them’”) 


They said the graduate was like a rose. . . 
She was. Yet I beheld another bloom unclose 
Within the lovely garden of her grace, 
Touching the girlish beauty of her face 

To swift and noble eloquence. I saw 

Beyond her personality, behind 

The clear, enchanting temper of her mind, 
The triumph of another in this hour, 

A mother’s aspiration come to flower. 


So vivid was the mother in the daughter, 

As when a vine, reflected in clear water 

Is multiplied in beauty and delight, 

Its wonders newly beckoning the sight, 

I] saw a heart’s whole history unfurl 

In the bright courage of this happy girl .. . 
Her gifts, her poise, her eloquence. | saw, 
Back of the smiling lips and thoughtful eyes, 
Heroic love, immortal sacrifice, 

The griefs and ecstasies the good must bear— 
A mother’s heart unfolding like a prayer. 


They said the graduate was like a rose. 

She was. . . . A creamy bud beginning to unclose, 
A blush rose burning whiter at its rim; 

A thrust of fire that made me think of him, 

As parent of that blossoming. I saw 

The father in the daughter manifest; 
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His courage, too; his wit; his glowing zest; 
The climbing of his purpose into power, 
The radiance of fatherhood in flower. 


Dear Katherine, I cannot think of you 
Without a tribute for your parents, too. 
Even as they in you their hearts unfold, 
So God the Parent would Himself behold 
In all His creatures; we to make reply, 
We to be mirrors for His ardent sky, 

His thronging stars. In all we do and say, 
We to give God, Creator, right of way. 
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A SONG OF TENDER THINGS 


The little, lapping, loving things, 
How tenderly they lie, 

Their bodies sacred to the sun 
And mothered by the sky; 

The gentle, purring, pretty things 
With delicate, dear breast— 

The kitten on the window ledge, 
The squirrel in his nest— 

The little glossy, trembling things 
With whimpering, soft cries, 

I see God look at me sometimes 
Out of their limpid eyes. 

And often in the twilight hush 

I think I hear Him speak 
Through fragile, frightened, furry things 
That are so greatly weak. 


The tiny, tender birdling things, 
How wondrously they fly, 

The flutter of God’s happiness, 

The laughter in his eye. 

And all the bubbles of bright song 
Flung from a thousand throats— 
The bobolink’s, the meadow lark’s, 
The thrush’s liquid notes, 

Oh, fields of buttercups are there— 
Or so the story’s told— 

To catch the shower of sweet song 
In chalices of gold. 

The little, darting, chirping things 
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With downy wings and sweet, 

I think they chatter oft of us 
Who trudge with mortal feet, 
And wonder why we seldom sing 
And still more seldom play;— 
The rhythms of eternity 

Flow through them all the day. 


O Life that leaps within them all, 
Mysterious and fine, 

Thou hast a myriad shapes of light 
Within this world of thine; 

The stars, the flowers, the roads, the hills, 
People and rocks and trees. 

Thou hast a host of children, Life, 

But none so dear as these. 
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TO “EMMY LOU’S” PHOTOGRAPH 


Emmy Lou, Emmy Lou, 

I’ve just beheld a photograph of you! 
Though I knew you must be sweet, 

I’m quite taken off my feet 

To find my mental picture more than true. 


When they told me you had lighted on this planet, 

I said: “She'll be a princess, through and through!” 
And though many babes I’ve seen, 

You are such a little queen, 

I’ve got to write a “poem” straight to you. 


Emmy Lou, Emmy Lou, 

There’s something in your look I can’t explain. . . . 
There’s a fine elusive grace 

In the curving of your face 

And to try to paint your virtues would be vain. 
There’s something back of eyes or brow or features, 
A magic, individual and rare, 

That sets you quite apart from other creatures, 

And puts a sort of halo round your hair. 


Emmy Lou, Emmy Lou, 

No wonder they are all in love with you! 
Though I’ve never seen your eyes, 

Well, it wouldn’t cause surprise 

If I found that they were blue, 

Emmy Lou! 


But whether brown or azure, as I view them 
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-I see the tender glory of their glance; 

I know the amber light that sparkles through them, 
And | can guess how glee will make them dance. 
Your nurse is very happy, and she shows it; 

She shelters you so proudly in her arms. 

You're looking like an angel, and she knows it, 
For oh, she dearly dotes upon your charms. 


Emmy Lou, Emmy Lou, 

You strengthen and inspire me, yes you do! 

For the sweetness of your birth 

Brings a freshness to the earth 

Where all my dreams are shining glad and new. 
You’re a promise out of Paradise this minute, 

You hearten me and help me to be strong; 

I shall face the hardest morning and begin it 
With lifting up my spirit into song; 

Shall know that He whose love has formed your beauty 
Has made the world, and He will see it through. 

So while | keep the upward path of duty, 

I'll bless your little heart, Emmy Lou! 
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A SON IS BORN 


To-day within an English lane 

I hear the bluebells ring; 

And rapturous within the rain 

A hundred thrushes sing. 

John Merryman, they say to me 
“A son, a son is born!” 

The word is flashed from tree to tree 
Across the exulting morn. 


The very twigs are telling it. 

From branches frail and high 

The topmost leaves are spelling it 
In spangles on the sky. 

For since your mother’s mother told 
Such wondrous news and fair, 

The whole round earth is aureoled 
And Heaven’s in the air. 


I do not know your pictured face 

As I knew Emmy Lou’s. 

I cannot gather all your grace 

For lack of myriad clues. 

Yet this | know, as though a breeze 
_ Proclaimed it far and wide: 

Enthroned upon your mother’s knees 

You are your father’s pride. 


Your father’s pride, your mother’s bliss, 
Their center of devotion— 
(Oh sweet the wind that carries this 
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Across the dividing ocean!) 

For birth is but a new-found blaze 
Round which we all revolve, 

To warm our hearts and spur our days 
To swift and fine resolve. 


And so above your babyhood 

My vision seems to span 

The beaming future, brave and good, 
When you shall be a man. 

Beyond your infant loveliness, 

Your keen and sparkling youth, 

I glimpse the years when you shall bless 
The eager world with Truth. 


For you shall choose, when all is said, 
And life before you lies, 

The noblest path that men may tread— 
It beckons to the wise. 

And we who gather round your throne 
Whose life has just begun— 

We too shall claim you for our own, 
Shall bless the new-born son. 
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THE HOUSEWIFE’S HYMN 


O God, I thank Thee! 

With every glowing part of me, 
From the whole heart of me, 

I thank Thee, God! 


How shall I say it? What the words to tell 

The warm, sweet glory and the bosom swell? 
Forgive the language of my simple tongue; 

I] cannot say what wiser ones have sung. 

Listen, and | will tell it, God, in my own way; 
For | must speak it on this wonder day. 


Somehow, Father—be it not shame to me!— 

*Tis in such humble ways I compass Thee. 

I seem to see Thee in the simplest things: 

Foamy water that bubbles and sings, 

Bursting in rainbows over the washtub’s rim; 

The clean, sweet clothes filling my basket to the brim— 
How white they flutter at the wind’s brisk will 

That whips them whiter still! 

And when, over the ironing-board billowing clover-sweet, 
They smooth to satin beneath the friendly heat, 

I feel such thrill of happiness . . . Forgive me, Lord, 
If praise like mine should not accord! 


God, I am one who cannot understand 

The fearful works of Thy mysterious hand, 
The great immensity that swings above; 

The thing I understand is human love. 

Yea, human love and human things: the touch 
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Of well-worn objects that I love so much— 
Cushion and chair, dishes and pan and broom, 
The comradeship of a familiar room; 

My plants there in the window, and the glow 
Of shining tin things hanging in a row. 

Scorn, if Thou wilt, my common human way— 
I must speak truth and only truth this day. 


O God, I seem to find Thee everywhere! 

The steam that rises from the kettle there 
Seems more a miracle, somehow, to me 

Than all the heavenly marvels that I see. 

The hum of honey things upon the range 

Fills me with rapture; Father, is it strange 
Since these Thy products are of grain and food 
And Thou Thyself hast called them very good? 


And is it wrong, O God—my surging pride 

When the rejoicing oven door swings wide 

On russet bakings I have made to feed 

My hungry brood? Thou knowest, Lord, their need. 
Thou knowest how they lean to me for life; 

Even the strong, brave man who calls me wife— 
The father of my flock—must look to me 

For blood and sinew and the strength to be. 

This, then, the greatest, dearest thing of all— 
To know that I may answer to their call; 

That Thou hast made me mother, friend and mate, 
Keeper of life and molder of their fate. 

By this I know the universe as Thine— 

That hearts and homes and people are divine! 
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Is there a greater gift in all Thy store? 
My woman’s heart is full—I ask no more. 


O God, I thank Thee! 

With every glowing part of me, 
From the whole heart of me, 

I thank Thee, God! 


HUMAN THINGS 
THE CHRISTMAS MIRACLE 


Do you know the marvel of Christmas time, 
The miracle meaning of song and chime, 

Of hearty love and huge good will, 

Of feasts that gladden and gifts that spill? 
Do you know what happens to homes and men 
When Christmas love is abroad again? 

Could you look beneath, you would see the rush 
Of a flood as real as a river’s gush; 

A torrent wonderful, deep and wide, 

That sweeps the world in its magic tide. 


Oh, it isn’t the gift, and it isn’t the feast; 

Of all the miracles, these are least. 

It’s the good that flows from the hearts of men 
When Christmas love is abroad again. 

For wishes are real, and love is a force, 

And the tide, which ages ago had source 

In the heart of a babe, has grown and gained 
Till all humanity, single-veined, 

Answers the call of the mighty surge, 

Swings to the great resistless urge. 


Oh, vain is the boast of the hardened one 

Who scouts what the centuries have done. 

Be he ever so mean, be he ever so cold, 
Though his heart be flint and his claim be bold, 
His veins will tingle, his pulses thrill, 

To the sound of “Peace on earth, good will!” 
Why, even the man who grips his purse 
With a stingy mouth and a cruel curse 
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Must yield to the flood and be borne away 
To join in the glory of Christmas Day. 


Have you guessed the secret of Christmas night, 
When the whole world loves with all its might, 

When the whole world gives with a lavish hand 

And joy is awake throughout the land? 

Do you know the marvel that happens then 

In the glow that goes from the hearts of men? 

Have you looked beneath, have you seen the fire 
That leaps from the soul of a great desire— 

A warmth as real as the heat that springs 

From the hearth where the great log laughs and sings? 


Oh, it isn’t the holly, it isn’t the snow, 

It isn’t the tree or the firelight glow; 

It’s the flame that goes from the hearts of men 
When Christmas love is abroad again. 

’Tis the laughter of children, quivering high 
In a shower of radiance to the sky. 

For wishes are real, and love is a force, 

And the torch which ages ago had source 
_In the star that lighted the wise men’s way 
Burns with a magical fire to-day. 


So great the shining, so pure the blaze, 

It reaches beyond, through the stellar ways, 
Till—listen! A wind voice told it me— 
Our globe that swims in ethereal sea 
Glows like a lamp whose flame is love 

To the other worlds that swing above; 
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And this the signal that makes them know 

We have hearths and homes and cheer below. 
Why, gods and angels walk by the light 

That streams from the earth on Christmas night! 
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MOTHERHOOD TRIUMPHANT 


I have made eyes for you, that you may see— 
Dear stranger, nearing now the shores of earth. 

I have prepared for you, and all that you may be, 
Your small, mysterious tenement of birth; 

Have fashioned ‘neath my heart, in muffled pain, 
Sweet hands and pliant limbs, and brow and brain. 
I have made ears for you, that you may hear; 

I] have made lips for you, that you may laugh— 
Oh, miracle of little lips that quaff 

The chalice I shall yield to you, my dear! 

Guest from the realms uncharted yet by man, 
Strange voyager from seas we may not span, 

Your body waits! The supple, eager frame 
Commands the coming of the immortal flame. 

I have been patient, that your hands may bear 
Torches and triumphs in some future hour. 
Brooding, I feel the splendor that you wear, 

In proud foreknowledge swaying to your power 
Even as tides obey the regnant moon. 

O Babe of Paradise, come soon, come soon 

To take the tabernacle, pure and white, 

Which Love has made, to bring you to my sight! 


(Inscribed to Leila Helen and Bruce) 
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You took me to your noble heart, 
England, England! 

You made me feel myself a part 

Of England, England. 

You yielded me your winsome lanes, 
Your meadows furred with misty rains— 
Those treasures that the spirit gains 

In England. 


You spread a carpet for my feet— 
England, England. 

’*Twas broidered fair with flowers sweet 
As England, England. 

I came when Spring was in her prime, 
I heard the choirs of Heaven chime 

I walked with God in bluebell time 
Through England. 


I saw your cities, clothed with age— 
England, England. 

I conned your story page by page 
Oh England! 

But effigies and temples cold 

Shall fade before the living gold 
That lies within the Future’s hold, 
For England! 
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THE PLACE OF UNDERSTANDING 


Man is a rounded whole. Why should each part 
Battle and strive eternally against the others? 
Why should the mind make war against the heart, 
And sister cells in conflict with their brothers 
Fight for the guerdon of a fancied goal, 

Warring, forever warring? Why not see 

Man is the acorned good he yearns to be, 
Patterned in sanctity, serene and whole? 


Oh, they are true—all! 

Each passionate, conflicting call: 

The saintly self that cries 

With lifted eyes 

“Holy, holy!” The human self that lies 
Transported by the beauties of the earth, 
By human love and birth— 

Grim contradictions of our partial sight— 
All, all are true and right... 

Aye, and the godly yearning that would seek its place 
Amid the splendors of immortal space 
May find within a sacred human kiss 

The spirit’s apotheosis of bliss. 


Know then the human soul 

A rich, rejoicing whole. 

And man himself no little arc, no single rim, 
But glorified in many parts that measure him 
In gracious complement, supreme and sound. 
And the white yearning after God, 

And the deep happiness in fruitful sod 
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Show the fine plenitude his soul has found. 
Even the light he gropes for, 

The great millennium his spirit hopes for, 
And the soul’s remedy for sin 

Are found within. 


Man is the rounded sum of all he seeks; 
When the full being speaks, 

All warring selves become divinely one, 
Moving in beauty round his heart’s sun. 
All our desires are true 

When lifted to the blue... 

But we must hold our longings to the light 
And sing among the stars more and more 
Nor stand contented on our planet’s floor 


If we would greatly live in the Creator’s sight. 
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WHEN NATURE WANTS A MAN 


When Nature wants to drill a man 

And thrill a man, 

And skill a man, 

When Nature wants to mould a man 

To play the noblest part; 

When she yearns with all her heart 

To create so great and bold a man 

That all the world shall praise— 

Watch her methods, watch her ways! 

How she ruthlessly perfects 

Whom she royally elects; 

How she hammers him and hurts him 

And with mighty blows converts him 

Into trial shapes of clay which only Nature understands— 

While his tortured heart is crying and he lifts beseeching 
hands!— 

How she bends, but never breaks, 

When his good she undertakes .. . 

How she uses whom she chooses 

And with every purpose fuses him, 

By every art induces him 

To try his splendor out— 

Nature knows what she’s about. 


When Nature wants to take a man 
And shake a man 
And wake a man; 
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When Nature wants to make a man 

To do the Future’s will; 

When- she tries with all her skill 

And she yearns with all her soul 

To create him large and whole . 

With what cunning she prepares him! 

How she goads and never spares him, 

How she whets him and she frets him 

And in poverty begets him... 

How she often disappoints 

Whom she sacredly anoints, 

With what wisdom she will hide him, 

Never minding what betide him 

Though his genius sob with slighting and his pride may 
not forget! : 

Bids him struggle harder yet. 

Makes him lonely 

So that only 

God’s high messages shall reach him, 

So that she may surely teach him 

What the Hierarchy planned. 

Though he may not understand 

Gives him passions to command— 

How remorselessly she spurs him, 

With terrific ardor stirs him 

When she poignantly prefers him! 


When Nature wants to name a man 
And fame a man 

And tame a man; 

When Nature wants to shame a man 
To do his heavenly best . . . 
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When she tries the highest test 
That her reckoning may bring— 
When she wants a god or king!— 
How she reins him and restrains him 
So his body scarce contains him 
While she fires him 

And inspires him! 

Keeps him yearning, ever burning for a tantalising goal— 
Lures and lacerates his soul. 

Sets a challenge for his spirit, 
Draws it higher when he’s near it— 
Makes a jungle, that he clear it; 
Makes a desert, that he fear it 

And subdue it if he can— 

So doth Nature make a man. 

Then, to test his spirit’s wrath 
Hurls a mountain in his path— 

Puts the bitter choice before him 
And relentlessly stands o’er him. 
“Climb, or perish!” so she says. . . 
Watch her purpose, watch her ways! 


Nature’s plan is wondrous kind 

Could we understand her mind... 

Fools are they who call her blind. 

When his feet are torn and bleeding 

Yet his spirit mounts unheeding, 

All his higher powers speeding 

Blazing newer paths and fine; 

When the force that is divine 

Leaps to challenge every failure and his ardor still is 
sweet 
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And love and hope are burning in the presence of de- 
leattcn.:s 

Lo, the crisis! Lo, the shout 

That must call the leader out. 

When the people need salvation 

Doth he come to lead the nation. . . 

Then doth Nature show her plan 

When the world has found—a man! 
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KNOW THYSELF 


Reined by an unseen tyrant’s hand, 
Spurred by an unseen tyrant’s will, 
Aquiver at the fierce command 

That goads you up the danger hill, 
You cry: “O Fate, O Life, be kind! 
Grant but an hour of respite—give 
One moment to my suffering mind! 

I cannot keep the pace and live.” 
But Fate drives on and will not heed 
The lips that beg, the feet that bleed. 
Drives, while you faint upon the road, 
Drives, with a menace for a goad; 
With fiery reins of circumstance 
Urging his terrible advance 

The while you cry in your despair 
“The pain is more than | can bear!” 


Fear not the goad, fear not the pace, 
Plead not to fall from out the race— 
It is your own Self driving you, 
Your Self that you have never known, 
Seeing your little self alone. 

Your Self, high-seated charioteer, 
Master of cowardice and fear, 

Your Self that sees the shining length 
Of all the fearful road ahead, 

Knows that the terrors that you dread 
Are pigmies to your splendid strength; 
Strength you have never even guessed, 
Strength that has never needed rest. 
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Your Self that holds the mastering rein, 
Seeing beyond the sweat and pain 

And anguish of your driven soul, 

The patient beauty of the goal! 


Fighting upon the terror field 

Where man and Fate come breast to breast, 
Prest by a thousand foes to yield, 

Tortured and wounded without rest, 

You cried: ‘Be merciful, O Life— 

The strongest spirit soon must break 
Before this all-unequal strife, 

This endless fight for failure’s sake!” 

But Fate, unheeding, lifted high 

His sword, and thrust you through to die. 
And then there came one strong and great, 
Who towered high o’er Chance and Fate, 
Who bound your wound and eased your pain 
And bade you rise and fight again. 

And from some source you did not guess 
Gushed a great tide of happiness— 

A courage mightier than the sun— 

You rose and fought, and fighting, won! 


It was your own Self saving you, 

Your Self no man has ever known, 
Looking on flesh and blood alone. 

The Self that lives as close to God 

As roots that feed upon the sod. 

That one who stands behind the screen, 
Looks through the window of your eyes— 
A being out of Paradise. 
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The Self no human eye has seen, 

The living one who never tires, 

Fed by the deep eternal fires. 

Your flaming Self, with two-edged sword, 
Made in the likeness of the Lord, 
Angel and guardian at the gate, 

Master of Death and King of Fate! 
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PERSONALITY 


It is a very subtle and mysterious thing 

And takes no cognizance of earthly branding; 
We may not find it in the crowned king, 

In lords and ladies of imperial standing; 

Yet suddenly some swart and humble face 

May flash the signal of a royal race. 


Judge not, and be not judged . . . a goodly plan, 
Seeing how few as yet are ripe for testing; 

Life still is hewing out the perfect man, 

God the Creator worketh on, unresting. . . . 

Oh, ’tis a subtle and amazing thing 

When from a common mask looks forth a king! 
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THE INARTICULATE 


I visited a studio where ran 

Surge upon surge of marble, greatly wrought. 
Here leaped the struggle of a living man, 
Here was the courage of his spirit caught 
And prisoned for the eyes of men to see. 

] marvelled that this alabaster white 

Could clap such noise of thunder over me; 
Could pour such melody upon my sight. 
Could tell in forks of fire and rains of gold 
What else had been unfashioned and unseen— 


Oh, few may tell their souls as sculptors tell! 
Oh, few may chisel out for human eyes 

The splendors and the mysteries that dwell 
Behind our pallid texture of disguise. 

We see these human masks that come and go— 
These bodies living out their little space— 
Once in a life, perhaps, we catch the glow 

Of God incarnate in a human face. 

Yet all the beauty of the sculptor’s throe 
And all the agony that artists know 

Lie hidden in the hearts of those we meet 

In common garments on the common street. 
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YOU 


This radio station you call your body, 
Bearing along its quivering wires 

The keen stress 

Of strange fires; 

Curious cover you say is you— 

I, to humor you, say it too; 

Calling by name as you’d have me do 
Your frail mechanical outer dress— 

Do you know as you sit and talk with me 
This isn’t the self I see? 

Do you know above and about your frame 
I see a something spread and shine, 

Sister to that we know as flame— 

A presence wonderful, divine? 


This radio station you term a “man” 

And give him a name and known address; 
Form familiar whose face you scan, 
Whose friendly hand you press; 

Do you know, as his body stands in view 
The man himself is apart from you— 
Creature of will, creature of fire, 
Roaming the hills of high desire, 

Mating his wings with the cherubim 

Nor flesh nor body can conquer him? 


This petulant body you deem your own, 
Toiling to pamper its fevered call— 
Bundle of muscle and flesh and bone— 
You never have entered its gates at all. 
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Supreme, apart, you stand alone; 

You, the director, you, the Man; 

You, who tower above the brain— 

You love; you will; you dream and plan; 
You clear the jungle, conquer pain, 
Harness the winds and hold the tides. 
Your free, unfettered spirit rides 

On wild adventures of the soul, 

Nor ever makes the earth its goal. 

This radio station you call body... 
And I, to humor you, term it you; 
Calling by name as you’d have me do— 
O friend—thts is not you! 
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I HAVE MEAT 


Life, who art bitter to my need 

And cruel to my body’s cry; 

Who mockest when thou dost not feed 
And smilest when thy martyrs die, 
Thou hast no terror or defeat, 

Thou hast no challenge to destroy 
What burns within me, strong and sweet— 
My heart’s unalterable joy. 

What should I ask of meat or wine 
Who have the milk that madness spills? 
From brimming breasts of April hills 
My soul may draw a drink divine. 


What should I seek of wine or food 
That brain and muscle may not tire? 
I, who am drunken with thy good 
And eager with thine inner fire? 

I, who may drain the sacred brew 

Of human lore from age to age;— 
The splendor that Mohammed knew, 
Savonarola’s mystic rage— 

The triumphs of the great and wise 
Through centuries of sacrifice; 

I, who may lave me in the stream 

Of Homer’s heart and Phidias’ dream, 
What other chalice need I know? 
And what have I to do with bread 
Who have this golden cup instead— 
The faith that fired Galileo? 
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My veins are rivulets that find 

The ocean surges of the race; 

My freshened pulses keeping pace 

To all the passion of mankind. 

How weak the dull, material cup, 
How faint the frenzied moment’s gain 
To these high beauties that I sup 
Poured from the world’s delicious pain. 
O flaming lovers everywhere, 

You know no rapture that I miss. 

My nerves melodiously aware 

Behold me nourished by your bliss! 
O heroes, streaming up the sky 
Shedding your clay upon the sod, 

My soul is richer as you die 

And I am closer still to God! 


As one who all-enchanted sips 

An endless potion, deep and red, 

The world’s great goblet at my lips, 
What should | seek of wine or bread? 
Let me but feel the mighty whir 

Of God’s great pulses, strong and sure 
Stupendous in my being stir,— 

And all my powers shall endure. 


Life, who art cruel to my cry 
And givest but a crust to eat, 
Thine ardent lover still am I— 
For I have meat! 
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YOUTH 


By the shapes that surge in the formless blue, 
By the crags that sentry the shore with strength, 
I shall be brave to compass you, 

O Life, O Love! Down all the length 

Of doubt and terror and hope and prayer 

I shall be bold and great as air. 

What if they failed who came before? 

What if they died whose faith was high? 

My spirit stands at a new-swung door 

And God is God, and I am I! 


I will compass you! I will conquer you, 
Mystery by my vision spanned, 

The dark shall yield when I pass through, 
Eternity in my hand. 

I will search above, | will pierce beneath, 

I will strip the universe of its sheath. 

What if they fell who sought for Truth? 
What if they drank the dregs of pain? 

] am the Voice of dauntless Youth— 

I am their Quest, come back again! 
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IN THE BEGINNING 


The great God dreamed a dream through me, 
Mighty as dream of God could be; 

He made me a victorious man, 

Shaped me unto a perfect plan, 

Summoned me forth to radiant birth 

Upon the radiant earth. 

He lavished gifts within my hand, 

Gave me the power to command. 

Creation’s dream was wondrous good 

Had I but understood. 

The great God dreamed a dream through me, 
But I was blind and could not see; 

My royal gifts were laid in rust, 

For parentage, I claimed the dust. 

Decay and sorrow, age and blight— 

These gifts I deemed my right. 


The great God spoke a word through me— 
That word was Life. How can it be 

That I, in God’s own substance made, 
Should face the universe, afraid? 

Born of eternal life am I— 

Why should I fail and die? 

O God, so huge was thine intent, 

So greatly was thy passion spent, 

This counterfeit is not the plan 

That Thou didst dream for man. 

*Tis this: Man’s dream must mate with thine, 
Man’s word, man’s life, must be divine; 
Man must be conscious through and through 
To make Thy dream come true! 
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A SONG OF LIFE 


Say not, “I live!” 
Unless the morning’s trumpet brings 
A shock of glory to your soul, 
Unless the ecstasy that sings 
Through rushing worlds and jewelled wings 
Sends you upspringing to your goal, 
Glad of the need for toil and strife, 
Eager to grapple hands with Life— 
Say not, “I live!” 


Say not, “I live!” 
Unless the energy that rings 
Throughout this universe of fire 
A challenge to your spirit flings, 
Here in the world of men and things, 
Thrilling you with a huge desire 
To mate your purpose with the stars, 
To shout with Jupiter and Mars— 
Say not, “I live!” 


Say not, “I live!” 
Such were a libel on the Plan 
Blazing within the mind of God 
Ere world or star or sun began. 
Say rather, with your fellow man, 
“T grub; I burrow in the sod.” 
Life is not life that does not flame 
With consciousness of whence it came— 
Say not, “TI live!” 
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STAND FORTH! 


Stand forth, my soul, and grip thy woe, 
Buckle thy sword and face thy foe. 
What right hast thou to be afraid 
When all the universe will aid? 

Ten thousand rally to thy name, 
Horses and chariots of flame. 

Do others fear? Do others fail? 

My soul must grapple and prevail. 
My soul must scale the mountain side 
And with the conquering army ride— 
Stand forth, my soul! 


Stand forth, my soul, and take command. 
Tis I, thy master, bid thee stand. 

Claim thou thy ground and thrust thy foe, 
Plead not thine enemy should go. 

Let others cringe! My soul is free, 

No hostile host can conquer me. 

There lives no circumstance so great 

Can make me yield, or doubt my fate. 
My soul must know what kings have known, 
Must reach and claim its rightful throne— 
Stand forth, my soul! 


I ask no truce, I have no qualms, 

I seek no quarter and no alms. 

Let those who will, obey the sod; 

My soul sprang from the living God. 

Tis I, the king, who bid thee stand; 
Grasp with thy hand my royal hand— 
Stand forth! 
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SECTION VII 


MAKE OF MAN THE STATUE 


{ ia ACIS rae 


Par y ve Ls ae 


THE LOOK 


The eyes of an old man looking at me from a bench in 
the park— 

They have seared my soul, they have thrust the iron 
through my spirit, 

So that I may no longer sleep quietly 

Or walk thoughtlessly upon the earth. 

An old man’s eyes, wrinkled, watery, abject. 

He had a thin shirt and thin lips that could not smile; 

His hands were blue and knotted over his patient walk- 
ing stick, 

And the wind cut his feeble wrists, 

Searched his collarless, pinched neck 

Till his eyes blinked, smarting .. . 

Am I a coward that I do not go to him, 

Lift him instantly from his wretchedness? 

Am | afraid, dreading the great horde of unanswered 

And unanswerable problems, 

Before which governments and religions quail? 

What have I done to you, old man, 

What have all of us done to you, 

Or what have we failed to do, 

That you should sit thus gaunt and lacking 

While we have fires and homes in plenty? ... 


The eyes of an old man gazing at me from a bench in the 
park, 
The Look of an old man, reproachful, dumb. 
179 
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Around the corner, only a few rods, 

A man and a woman stood at a sumptuous window, 

Looking at rare rugs from Persia, Egypt and Japan; 

Looking at jades and jewels and lacquered objects, 

Intent, critical, with the eyes of connoisseurs. 

They talked of prices—so lightly they named them! 

Sums that would have kept a hundred men in comfort. 

They juggled with prices, this man and this woman, 

So sleek, so comfortable in furs and broadcloth. 

Had the old man passed them 

Ever so closely, they could not have seen. 

Had he brushed their garments 

They would have flicked away the touch, 

As proud horses whisk annoying flies. 

The eyes of an old man, looking at me from a bench in the 
park, 

They have opened a gate in my mind, 

Where all the wrongs of the world come trooping in 

And will not be kept back. 

There is an open place, a sore place, in my mind; 

There is a gaping wound in my heart, 

And it cries and pains in the night 

For thinking of that look 

From the old man in the park .. . 

Nothing will rid me of it— 

Nor tears, nor laughter, nor singing; 

No dancing will ease it, though I revel the whole night 
through. 

Even my prayers will not wash it away. 


Across the street a girl and her companion walked, laugh- 
ing. 
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She had no thought for old men; 

A young man strode beside her, and his eyes 

Were the only eyes in the world. 

Girl, I know. I, too, want the splendor and the woe 

Of motherhood. 

But the duties of a wife are many 

And her joys I may not know, 

For the eyes of an old man have called me another way, 

And [| must go. 

Old man, I am coming to you; I am coming to you and 
your kind. 

I will put by my woman’s dream, | will leave kisses and 
caresses 

Because of you. 

I] will say to my hot veins: “Come! Burn white with a 
high purpose. 

For the wrongs of the race must be righted, 

They cry out loud and will not be hushed. 

They cry out loud to the young and to the daring; 

These are the called, these are the chosen; 

The calm, the cautious, will never do this thing. 

They are too burdened with statistics, they have no sym- 
pathy with eagerness. 

Come, heart! Henceforth, militant, mighty, 

Let our love stream forth to mankind. 

Love is not alone for pleasure, love is not alone for 
bliss. 

Love is for the rousing of the nations, 

The healing of the world!” 


The eyes of an old man looking at me from a bench in the 
park, 
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They have seared my soul, they have thrust the iron 
through my spirit, 

So that I may no longer sleep quietly 

Or walk thoughtlessly upon the earth. 
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MAKE OF MAN THE STATUE 


Make of man the statue, the priceless piece of art. 
All that Greece has given, 

All that time has striven 

For ages to impart, 

Weld it in his sinews, mold it in his thought, 

Till the humblest scavenger is gloriously wrought. 
Shame upon the galleries, filled with treasures fine 
While the work of Heaven—man, who is divine,— 
Shivers in the hallway, shuffles through the street, 
Shambles down the alley, with weak and ragged feet. 


Make of man the statue, make of man the building. 
What avails the gilding 

Of altar or of dome, 

What the gorgeous tapestries blooming in the home, 
What avails the splendor where stately mansions stand 
If men who made the mansions are homeless in the land? 
Shame upon the church spires climbing to the sky, 
While the drudging million suffer, starve and die. 


Make of man the poem, make of man the theme; 
Fruiting of the vision, flowering of the dream. 

All that Rome has given, 

All that art has striven 

For centuries to say, 

Breathe it in his spirit, coin it in his heart, 

Till the poorest laborer can share the loveliest part. 
Make of man the shining, pure and perfect thing; 
Give him room to grow in, 

Give him fields to sow in, 
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Teach his lips to sing. 
Shame upon the white streets, brilliant with display, 
While the hungry people struggle on their way. 


Make of man the towering, the beautiful emprise, 
Great as any temple that reaches to the skies. 
Take your “worthless derelict, ignorant and vile,” 
Give him skies to dream in, 

Love a chance to gleam in, 

Teach his soul to smile. 

Give his toil its payment, 

Clothe him sweet with raiment, 

Give him food to nourish, 

Help his thought to flourish; 

Proudly lift his head, then, 

Freely let him stand. . . 

All the rest is said, then; 

Clasp his godly hand! 
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HOW IS FILIPPA TO LIVE? 


How is Filippa to live? Will you say, 

You lords of finance, who meagerly pay 

That your profits may crown you the kings of to-day? 

You, whose yachts and whose motors, whose houses and 
lands 

Are bought by the labor of Filippa’s hands, 

Do you know of a way that the body be fed 

Save by bread? 

In a world where the price of one’s breathing is gold, 

Can you tell of a way one may shelter from cold 

Save by roofs that are rented for dollars and cents? 

Yet you dare to reward with your miserly pence! 

Do you dream she could thrive on the pittance you give? 

Speak! How is Filippa to live? 


How is Filippa to live? Can you tell? 

Did you ever go down when misfortune befell? 
Are you willing to stand as the pickets of hell 
‘When a frail woman creature is struggling alone 
And hunger and lack are a bite in the bone? 

You, who fatten and prosper on Filippa’s tears, 
On her delicate years, 

Do you know how the breath can be kept in a man 
Without food, without fire? Have you heard of a plan, 
Can you tell of a way? Only speak! She will hear, 
She will bend, oh, so gladly, her desperate ear. 
She is eager to fight on the pittance you give, 
Yet—how is Filippa to live? 


Filippa is fair and her hands are like lace; 
There is love in her heart, there are dreams in her face 
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As she bends to her task with a beautiful grace. 
Filippa is pure as your sister or wife, 
Unknowing as they the fierce evil of life, 

But her clothing is worn, and her shoes are so thin, 
And the price of relief—for Filippa—is sin. 
When the soles of her feet 

Meet the snow of the street, 

And the great primal instinct comes shouting its claim, 
Who can frown? Who can blame? 

Ah, the beggarly pittance you give— 

Think! How is Filippa to live? 


Can you look? Do you see? Can you sit at your ease 

O sleek money prince, can you live as you please 

When you know in your soul you have harmed “one of 
these’’? 


You, who profit while she and her sisters go down, 

You, who barter her body to buy you a crown! 

Shame, shame on the nation that shelters this wrong 
While praising Jehovah with prayer and with song. 

And shame to the women who shrug and who sigh, 

But offer no help as Filippa goes by. 

Why, the whole world of women should rise to demand 
That value be paid for the work of her hand; 

And the whole world of men should do battle as one 

For the sake of all women, till justice is done. 


For the crime is not done to Filippa alone— 

The whole race must suffer, the race must atone; 
And the race, it must fight you, O king, till you give 
Filippa a reason to live! 
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CHRISTIAN! 


Christian! Who calls us Christian? We, 
Who trumpet our creed from sea to sea, 
Who bridge the ocean with eager hands 
To rescue the pagan of other lands, 

Yet breed our criminals in the womb— 
Product of factory and loom 

. Where mothers, toiling from early morn, 
Barter the strength of the child unborn. 


Oh, did we live the Christian creed, 

Did we feel the blade of human need, 

Would millions of men be underfed 

And others surfeited with bread? 

Could we take these counterfeit shapes of men, 
Drive them, cheat them, starve them—then, 
When the God-spark burst in rebellious flame, 
Curse them with prison and with shame, 

Shut them from starlight and the sun, 
Punished for crimes that we have done? 
Criminals we call them—we! 

For our eyes are holden; we cannot see 

Fruit of exhausted motherhood 

Slaving to earn the daily food. 


Christian! Who calls us Christian? We, 
Who chant our hymns of a life to be, 

And close our eyes to the living sore 

Eating its way to the nation’s core; 

Who flaunt our virtues throughout the earth, 
Singing the great Redeemer’s birth, 
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While evils naked within the land 
Cry for the swift destroyer’s hand. 


Oh, could we hurl the Christian speech 
Wherever the whip of God could reach, 
Would little children, against His will, 
Labor in factory and mill, 

Thwarting the Maker’s perfect plan, 
When out of his love he created man? 
Oh, could we rage as the Saviour raged, 
Would innocence be trapped and caged, 
The virtue of woman bought and sold 
For the sin of man that is ages old? 

We would scourge them all from the holy place, 
Thieves that plunder the human race. 
Christian! Who calls us Christian? We, 
Who poison the veins of the race to be! 


Not till we give God’s man a chance, 

Shall we see humanity’s whole advance. 

Man shall not realize his dream, 

Till motherhood is the gift supreme. 

Not till the meanest has his place 

In the forward march of the human race; 

Not till the poorest has the right 

To love and honor and food and light; 

Not till the weakest knows his might, 

Till we free the captive and sheathe the sword; 
Not till we stand before the Lord— 

A nation splendid and unafraid, 

Made in the image that God made, 

No man a tyrant and none a slave, 

Shall the world be saved, as He meant to save! 
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ROOF TENANTS 


Snow and silver, azure and black, 

Hurdles of gold where the sun leaps high, 
Keen as an athlete to spurn the track 
While plaudits ring in the swarming sky— 
Splendid pageants are these that wait 
With spears of sapphire at morning’s gate. 
Ye who lie in your beds till late, 

Sons of comfort, ye may not share 

Skies of silver and snow and jet 

With these, the children of hot despair. 
Poverty’s sons, they parch and fret 

In summer’s oven, that burns too bright— 
But skies are merciful, skies are fair 

To those who lie on the roofs all night. 
Though all unkempt and loveless things 
Surround the body, still the soul 

May see the sky and claim its wings, 

The sick and weary be made whole. 

Nor chimneys, barren of all grace, 

Nor bricks, whose shelter walls them in 
Like some stern penalty for sin 

Can hide the splendor of God’s face! 
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WHO SHALL SING? 


“Glory to God, the radiant King!” 

So of the Christ. And who shall sing 
The million babes who come to birth 
In holes and hovels of the earth? 

And tell me, Churches, who shall pray 
The living Son of Man to-day 

Whose anguished mother hath no bed, 
And he nowhere to lay his head? 

“One is your father, even One,” 

So spake the Christ, the heavenly Son. 


“Glory to God, on earth good-will!” 
But tell me, nations, who shall thrill 
And worship at the shrine of him 
Who cometh without cherubim? 


Oh, sweet shape from the Potter’s hand! 
God still is love, and love the brand! 
(“Better the lonely babe were dead!’’) 
And yet—“She loveth much,” Christ said. 
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WINTER 


Winter! Taut, clean, whistling, bristling winter; 
Glittering, hard, glorious winter is here. 

Whew! How it hits the cheek and stings the ear, 
Splinter on flashing splinter 

Struck from the wild, invisible cold. 
Wonderful winter! Cruel, desperate, bold. 

The world is a frozen drum 

Where hoofs of horses beat, 

And a clamor of siren music rises, weirdly sweet; 
Singing, whining, slim and shining— 
Winching wheels that munch the snow, 

Hands that ache and hearts that glow— 

Stamp the feet and hood the sight 

For winter is abroad to-night! 


€ 


Winter! A giant pane of glass 

Cutting the city’s vitals clean through; 
Cleaving the heart of the human mass 

As a huge knife would do— 

Cruel, implacable winter! 

Cold, cold, cold. 

Cold like a granite wall, 

Ghostly, invisible, tall. 

Flint most mercilessly made; 

Flint blue-cold, sharp as a steel blade. 

Flint that challenges the soul and cries to it, 
“Come, see if you are fit! 

See how the rebounding spirit leaps in sparks of gold, 
From contact with the cold,” 


192 ; SELECTED POEMS 


Winter! Sparkling, snapping, exquisite winter; 
Brittle, beautiful, radiant winter is here. 

Fringed with icicles, frosted over; 

A huge white cake with a candied cover— 

Oh, how we love you, winter! 

The cold crackles and creaks and simmers; 

The cold spurts and glimmers 

Crashing in crystals under the feet— 

Wild, adorable, sweet. 

See how the fruiterer’s window is no more; 

The baker’s glowing shop, the grocery store 

All gripped within the same incredible vise, 

A thick white curtain of complete disguise. 

Now the maze of street lamps, rank on blazing rank 
Are sudden steel soldiers helmeted for death. 
Hear the white hissing of the enemy’s breath— 
Hear the frozen frenzy as their stiff swords clank! 


How wonderful to lift the awed face 

And see the sky, a dome of jeweled lace, 

And the blue moon, a polished knob on Heaven’s door! 
God, when we turn the knob and enter in 

_ What secret splendor shall we witness more? 

Winter! A clean, glittering soul, purged of sin. 


Winter! An amber flame of beauty leaping 

From windows of delight; 

For home is reached—God had us in His keeping— .. . 
And all is right. 

Good! What a splendid, roaring fire is this— 

What radiance, what bliss! 

Here, Susie, child, come sit by father’s knee. 
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Joseph and Margherita, too—all three. 
(Mother, we'll come to dinner in a trice 
When I’m thawed free of ice.) 


Now, if you’d have a story of fierce battle, 

Of human struggle matched against the storm, 
Father will tell it, while the windows rattle, 

And we sit snug and warm . . 

Children, winter is like a tiger’s tooth; 

A yawning mouth that hungers for its prey; 

But man has slain the enemy with Truth 

And conquers him to-day. 

Remember this; no beast can master humankind, 
Whose flashing weapon is the living mind... 
Yes, mother! Here we come—a hungry troop. . . 
Ah, what a pleasing table, and what soup! 
Mother, your genius overwhelms our chatter— 
You are the queen, and nothing else should matter. 


Hark! Did you hear the storm pounding upon that door? 

How terrible it is! Worse, even, than before . . . 

Like a sublime, infuriated devil. 

Well, let it rage. No storm can level 

Steel girders and iron bars of strength. 

I tell you, man is master; and at length 

Even the storm will yield before his will. 

Nothing is greater—pardon—than your skill. 

Such muffins, mother! And such fragrant coffee, too. 

Dear, patient woman, we are proud of you. 

Listen! That pounding sounds again, like thunder. 

Is that the door bell? Bridget will answer it . . . I won- 
ro ee 
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Ah, here she comes. Her face looks queer and white. 
What’s that? A beggar? On this fearful night! 
Take him into the kitchen—give him a hot cup; 
Something cheering and good to sup. 

No, mother, you’ll not go. I’ll see him through. 
Children, sit quiet. Father knows what to do. 


What’s this, my man? No food, no shelter, out of luck? 
Children hungry,—the same old story—and your wife 
Gone to the hospital? Well, on my life 

It’s hard lines and a bad night you’ve struck. 

Bridget, give him some bacon and bread— 

Make the coffee real hot 

To go to the spot. 

Sorry, my fellow—sorry I can’t do more. 

I’ve a big brood myself. 

Perhaps in the mansion next door 

You'll find work a plenty to do. You can try. 

Better luck to you. Sorry, my man. Good-bye! 


Yes, mother, he seemed pretty shaky and rough; 
Not vicious at all, but I] thought it was best 
You should stay in here with the rest. 

Well, it’s tough. 

But then, what’s the use to spoil our repast 
With trouble at last? 

Come, Susie! The paper for father—that’s right. 
How cosey the lamp is—how good and how bright! 
That’s right, mother—smile! 

I'll sit here and read for awhile . . . 

Winter! Cruel, piercing, ruthless winter, 
Splinter on splinter 
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Striking the cheek and lip 
Like a tyrant’s whip. 


Winter, colder and colder, 

A dagger in a bare shoulder .. . 
Children, how thankful we should be 
For the good gifts our Lord has given. 
Come, sit again by father’s knee, 

And bow your heads to God in Heaven. 
Ask Him once more 

To help the poor, 

To comfort all who are opprest. 

We know He doeth all things best. 
Now, go upstairs and cuddle tight. 
Mother will tuck you in just right... 


Winter! The jagged teeth of an unseen monster 

Glorying in man’s pain. 

O earth, is your boast in vain? ... 

Well, here’s a good book. I’ll read, to forget his face... . 
I wonder, now, will he find a place? 

I’ve got to forget him; | must! But somehow or other . . 
He was ill. He was weak. He could scarcely rise. 

The tears were frozen about his terrified eyes . . . 

My brother, O Christ, my brother! 


196 SELECTED POEMS 
FORWARD, MARCH! 


Yes, | believe in armies— 
Beautiful, sun-bright armies, 
Rising out of the ruins of war 
As riseth the morning star; 

Swift to the world’s salvation, 
Splendid, equipped and strong, 
Not nation armed against nation, 
But men arrayed against wrong. 
Braving the perilous places 
Where evil and war begin, 
Where the deadliest woe of the race is— 
Smiting the foe within. 


O men of the militant hour 

In your trappings of power, 

Quick to answer the battle-cry 

With your “Here am I!” 

Flaming as men should flame 

To avenge the shame 

Of Belgian mother and maid, 

Were your souls afraid 

That ye went not forth to battle in time of neace 
For daughters of shame who never may know release? 
Ye had heard of vice defiant, 

Ye knew how the traps were set— 

Did ye rise as a mighty giant, 

Or did your souls forget? 

O militant boys, O militant men in your armored might, 
Swift to answer the call of the nation’s right; 

Burning as men should burn to put to rout 
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Terror and crime without; 

Marching forth with valor fierce 

Where the bombs of war are hurled, 

Where carrion claws of envy pierce 

The flesh of the failing world... . 

When shall ye seek the sources 

Where war and poverty breed, 

Fighting the world’s real forces 

Of Cruelty, Lust and Greed? 

When shall ye cry, at the gates of the pitiless strong, 
“Enough! Ye have fattened too long!” 

When shall ye go where shame and lechery grin, 
Break the door, enter in, 

Lift the Magdalen’s eyes: 

“Sister, arise! 

Too long for us have you walked the path of the dead, 
Too long have our lusts been fed.” 


Yes, I believe in armies, 

Real men to fight real foes; 

Striking straight where the harm is, 
Where the root of avarice grows. 

O men who thrill 

To the bugle shrill, 

Have you ever seen 

The pitiful, lean 

Cheek of a starving child? 

Have you heard the wild 

Desperate wail of the mother who could not pay 
Thrust to the icy street on a brutal day? 
Picture it now: a broken bed, a chair, 
A wretched shawl to cover her despair— 
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Poor little wreck of a human mother’s nest 
Sprawling upon the pavement’s hostile breast! 
This have I seen, and more than my pen may tell— 
Yea, with these eyes have I looked on the depths of hell 
Where men and women, better under the sod— 
Men and women, made in the likeness of God!— 
Rotted in filth and poverty and disease, 

While wealth went glittering by in its golden ease. 
Answer, world! When shall we fight for these? 
Which of you shall spring to the people’s plight? 
Answer, soldiers! You who are trained to fight! 


I saw two children, once—their mother in prison, | think— 
God! Shall I put it in inkP 
My shuddering flesh faints when I think of those children, 
Think of their dirt, their red-eyed, horrible plight; 
Even now as | write, 
With the shield of the years between, 
I am sick at what I have seen. 
O men, O women, you shrink! 
You raise offended hands to your horrified eyes— 
Would you cure the sore by disguise? 
Would you hide the festering wound with tinsel and lace? 
~ Well, cover your face, 
Smile and smother your soul as you may, 
There will come a day! ... 


Yes, I believe in armies, weaponed with nobler laws 
Marching straight 

To the enemy’s gate 

To fight the human cause. 

Searching the leprous places 


MAKE OF MAN THE STATUE 199 


Where sin and pestilence hide, 

Where the real foe of the race is, 

To smite the leer from the faces 

Of Privilege, Lust and Pride. 

Hail, men of the future! 

The world’s real patriots ye; 

Above the dead 

I hear your tread 

That sets the people free! 

And | hear the fife, and I hear the drum, 

I hear the shouting wherever you come, 

And | see the glory in your face 

Who march to save the race. 

Justice shall be your weapon, and Truth the bomb you 
hurl, 

Flag of united nations the banner you unfurl. 

Hail, men of the present—-do I hear your answering cry? 

“Here am |! Here am /!” 
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THE COMING MAN 


A-man cries out in the wilderness, 

And he has a terrible thing to tell. 

He cries aloud to age and youth— 

His words are hot with the sting of truth 

And fierce as the bite of hell. 

A man cries out in the wilderness, 

For his heart is raw to the world’s distress; 
His soul is seared with the people’s shame, 

And his message brands like flame. 

Oh, his breast is scarred and his hands are torn, 
He has blazed the trail through hate and scorn. 
Vice and ignorance, wrong and wrack— 

These are the foes he has beaten back; 

These are the beasts he holds at bay, 

And he cries: “Make way! Make way! 

Make way for the race that is to be— 

The conquering race, the coming man, 

Clean, courageous, intrepid, free, 

Pure as the great God’s plan. 


“Dream of the ages—a vision dim— 
Martyrs have burned and died for him; 
Prophets have preached him unafraid; 
For him we have wept, we have prayed.” 
A man cries out in the wilderness, 

And the lightning’s wrath is in his face. 
A man cries out in the wilderness, 

And he pleads for the human race. 

For | tell you, a race shall come to birth, 
Godlike, glorious, on this earth, 
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As far in advance of present man 

As the heavens that we dimly scan. 

Did we dream it could breed from low desire? 
Did we dream it could rise from bestial mire? 
Could the beautiful celestial thing 

From lust and lechery spring? 

A man cries out in the wilderness, 

And his heart is raw to the world’s distress. 
With terrible truth his feet are shod: 

“Make way—make way for the sons of God!” 
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SECTION VIII 
THE HOUR HAS STRUCK 


Uy Pea 


GOD PRAYS 


Last night I tossed and could not sleep. 
When sodden heavens weep and weep, 
As they have wept for many a day, 

One lies awake to fear and pray. 

One thinks of bodies blown like hail 
Across the sky where angels quail; 
One’s sickened pulses leap and hark 

To hear the Horror in the dark. 

“What is thy will for the people, God? 
Thy will for the people, tell it me! 

For War is swallowing up the sod 

And still no help from Thee. 

Thou, who art mighty, hast forgot; 
And art Thou God, or art Thou not? 
When wilt Thou come to save the earth 
Where death has conquered birth?” 


And the Lord God whispered and said to me, 
“These things shall be, these things shall be, 
Nor help shall come from the scarlet skies 
Till the people rise! 
Till the people rise, my arm is weak; 
I cannot speak till the people speak; 
When men are dumb, my voice is dumb— 
I cannot come till my people come.” 
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And the Lord God’s presence was white, so white, 
Like a pillar of stars against the night. 
“Millions on millions pray to me 

Yet hearken not to hear me pray; 

Nor comes there any to set me free 

Of all who plead from night to day. 

So God is mute and Heaven is still 

While the nations kill.” 


“Thy people have travailed much!” I cried. 

“I travail even as they,” God sighed. 

“TI have cradled their woe since the stars were young— 
My infant planets were scarcely hung 

When I dreamed the dream of my liberty 

And planned a people to utter me. 

I am the Pang of their discontent, 

The Passion of their long lament; 

] am the Purpose of their pain, 

I writhe beneath their chain.” 


“But Thou art mighty, and needst no aid. 
Can God, the Infinite, be afraid?” 

“They, too, are God, yet know it not. 
’Tis they, not I, who have forgot. 

And War is drinking the living sod,” 

Said God. 


“Thy people are fettered by iron laws 

And each must follow a country’s cause, 
And all are sworn to avenge their dead— 
How may the people rise?” I said. 

And then—God’s face! It was white, so white 
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“Think you I planted my Image there 
That men should trample it to despair? 
Who fears the throe that rebellion brings 
Hath bartered God for the will of kings.” 
“Help them stand, O Christ!” I prayed. 
“Thy people are feeble and sore afraid.” 
““My people are strong,’ God whispered me, 
“Broad as the land, great as the sea; 
They will tower tall as the tallest skies, 
Up to the level of my eyes, 

When they dare to rise. 


“Yea, all my people, everywhere! 

Not in one land of black despair 

But over the flaming earth and sea 
Wherever wrong and oppression be 

The shout of my people must come to me. 
Not till their spirit break the curse 

May I claim my own in the universe; 
And this the reason of war and blood— 
That men may come to their angelhood. 
If the people rise, if the people rise, 

I will answer them from the swarming skies 
Where Herculean hosts of might 

Shall spring to splendor over night. 
Blazing systems of sun and star 

Are not so great as my people are, 

Nor chanting angels so sweet to hear 

As the Voice of the nations, freed from fear. 
They are my mouth, my breath, my soul! 
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”? 


I wait their summons to make me whole. 
All night I toss and cannot sleep; 

When shattered heavens weep and weep 
As they have wept for many days 

I know at last ’tis God who prays. 
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BATTLE CRY OF THE MOTHERS 


Bone of our bone, flesh of our flesh, 

Fruit of our age-long mother pain, 

They have caught your life in the nations’ mesh, 
They have bargained you out for their paltry gain 
And they build their hope on the shattered breast 
Of the child we sang to rest. 

On the shattered breast and the wounded cheek— 
O, God! If the mothers could only speak!— 
Blossom of centuries trampled down 

For the moment’s red renown. 


Pulse of our pulse, breath of our breath, 

Hope of the pang that brought to birth, 

They have flung you forth to the fiends of death, 
They have cast your flesh to the cruel earth, 
Field upon field, tier upon tier 

Till the darkness writhes in fear. 

And they plan to marshal you more and more— 
Oh, our minds are numb and our hearts are sore!— 
They are killing the thing we cherish most, é 
They are driving you forth in a blinding host, 

They are storming the world with your eager strength— 
But the judgment comes at length. 


Emperors! Kings! On your heedless throne, 

Do you hear the cry that the mothers make? 

The blood you shed is our own, our own, 

You shall answer, for our sake. 

When you pierce his side, you have pierced our side— 
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O, mothers! The ages we have cried!— 
And the shell that sunders his flesh apart 
Enters our bleeding heart. 


’Tis over our bodies you shout your way, 
Our bodies that nourished him, day by day 
In the long dim hours of our sacred bliss, 
Fated to end in this! 


Governors! Ministers! You who prate 

That war and ravage and wreck must be 

To save the nation, avenge the state, 

To right men’s wrongs and set them free— 

You who have said 

Blood must be shed 

Nor reckoned the cost of our agony— 

Answer us now! Down the ages long 

Who has righted the mother’s wrong? 

You have bargained our milk, you have bargained our 
blood, 

Nor counted us more than the forest brutes; 

By the shameful traffic of motherhood 

Have you settled the world’s disputes. 

Did you think to barter the perfect bloom, 

Bodies shaped in our patient womb, 

And never to face the judgment day 

When you and your kind should pay? 


Flesh of our flesh, bone of our bone, 
Hope of the pang we bore alone, 

Sinew and strength of the midnight hour 
When our dream had come to flower. 
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O, women! You who are spared our woe, 
You who have felt the mother throe 

Yet cannot know the stark despair 

Of coffins you shall never bear— 

Are you asleep that you do not care, 
Afraid, that you do not dare? 

Will you dumbly stand 

In your own safe land 

While our sons are slaughtered and torn? 
Bravely through centuries we have borne 
And suffered and wept in our secret place, 
But now our silence and shame are past, 
The reckoning day has come at last— 
We must rise! We must plead for the race! 
You who behold the mothers’ plight, 

Will you join our battle cry with might, 
Will you fight the mother’s fight? 

We who have given the soldiers birth, 
Let us fling our cry to the ends of earth, 
To the end of Time let our voice be hurled 
Till it waken the sleeping world. 

Flesh of our flesh, bone of our bone, 
Toil of the centuries come to speech— 
As far as the human voice can reach 

We will shout, we will plead for our own! 


Warriors! Counselors! Men at arms, 
You who have gloried in war’s alarms, 
When the great rebellion comes 

You shall hear the beat 

Of our marching feet 
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And the sound of our million drums. 

You shall know that the world is at last awake— 
You shall hear the cry that the mothers make— 
You shall yield—for the mother’s sake! 
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BEAUTY, THY CALL MUST WAIT 


Beauty, thy call must wait. 

Let others sing 

Of hills and stars and every lovely thing— 
The world needs all too sadly what they bring 
Of solace and enchantment. | would lift 

A reverent heart and glad, to praise their gift 
Of beautiful, imperishable words— 

Amazing voices, eloquent as birds 

Singing at nighttime. But for me 

There sounds another and a louder plea; 

It soundeth early and it soundeth late— 
Beauty, thy call must wait. 


Beauty, thou hast such soft, endearing ways, 
Such tender melody of nights and days, 
My spirit scarce can hold its eager praise— 
The doe-brown dusk that mellows to its close 
Within the evening’s amber afterglows; 

Blue billowing mist 

Forever keeping tryst 

With mountains blurring as they rise 

And fall in rounded symphonies . . 

These are thy ministers and give thee voice, 
Yearning as I. Yet I have made my choice, 
For, look! The furrows of thy velvet plain 


Are graves of precious youths, who died in vain. 


Beauty, thy song will keep. 
Another song is sounding in my sleep 
And in my waking. All my pulses leap 
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To hear it trumpeting from every hedge 
And every mountain ledge 

Where streaming sumac bleeds. 

Greatly it pleads 

Where trees afire with silver in the sun 
March every one 

With pluméd helmet and with flashing shield 
To tell the tumult of the battlefield. 

Even thy storming jewels on the sea 

Seem but the blazonry of war, to me; 

And while my eyes rejoice, 

My ears must listen to that other Voice, 

My soul must suffer and my heart must break 
For justice’s sake. 


Beauty, thy flame will wait. 

Another torch is burning at the gate, 

It burneth early and it burneth late; 

Another fire is seething in my soul; 

Till I have said the whole 

It bids me say, Beauty, thy flame must wait. 
Beauty, thy universe is wide . 
And passionate with myriad suns that stride 
Illimitable space. I may not hide 

From thee, for thou art everywhere 

And thou art rapturous even in despair. 
Endless thou art, like to the radiant sand 
Running obedient to my hand 

And to my fingers tame. 

Yet, though my spirit to thy rhythmic name 
Flows like a river, every thought shall bend 
Its pleading to another end. 
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And if, for just this while 

Beauty, I leave thy smile 

To answer the insistent human call, 

I shall return again unto thy thrall. 
The world’s great wound must heal, 
Her tears must dry, ere I may feel 
The sanction of my spirit, to relate 

All I would say of thee. And so, Beauty, 
Thy call must wait. 


tb, 
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A NEW SONG OF MOTHERHOOD 


He shall not fight for lust of might, 
The sons of men he shall not slay; 
His sword shall be a sword of light 
To bring the larger day. 

Wrapped in this little sleeping frame, 
Curled in this heart, so small, so deep, 
A summons out of heaven came, 

A Primal Pledge to keep. 


O little dreaming son of mine, 

I see Creation’s purpose shine. 

The mother soul that finely hears 

The music of the brooding spheres, 
Hath told the message thou didst bring, 
The song that I must sing. 

Mothers have sung of sword and shield, 
The splendor of the battlefield; 

My lips shall sing a nobler song— 
The love that conquers wrong! 


The Power that built the dome of space 
And carved night’s pillars, firm and sure, 
The Love that formed this little face, 
Hath shaped a purpose, radiant, pure. 

O driving Force that will not rest, 

That swings the suns and pearls the dew, 
O Force that thrills my mother’s breast, 
Help me to live that purpose through! 
Amid the tumult of the earth, 

The shout of arms, the clash of steel, 
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The wail of brutal death and birth, 
May he be strong to heal! 


O little son, O little son, 

What glorious conquests shall be won! 

What huge compelling powers grope 

And flower in thy mother’s hope! 

What yearnings of the Primal Cause 

Shall plead earth’s higher laws! 

Thy tiny hands, like petals furled, 

How they shall toil to bless the world; 

What flame shall leap from thy small breast 
To champion the opprest! 


O Star that shone to lead mankind, 
Help him the hidden path to find, 
That he may speak Christ’s word again 
Of “Peace on Earth” to men! 

He shall not fight for lust of might; 
The sons of men he shall not slay; 
His sword shall be a sword of light 

To bring the larger day! 
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LOVE SONG IN WAR TIME 


O mate of mine, wherever you are to-night, 

Swept away on the wind of War’s command 

With only time for a sob and a wave of the hand— 
Do you hear the rush of my soul that follows your flight 
Under the awful doom of Europe’s woe— 

Do you hear my heart that calls wherever you go? 
O lad of mine, do you hear, do you know? 

Over and under the earth from sun to sun, 
Running swift and sure as the lightnings run, 
Cleaving the storm and triumphing over the sea 
Where death nor demons of death can frighten me, 

I come, I come, my lad! Do you hear my cry? 

[tas iit isi! 


O mate of mine, from over the fields of flame, 
Breasting a thousand miles of earth and sky 

1 would hear the rushing sound of your soul’s reply— 
I would know if you spoke my name! 

I would hark, I would hark 

Till the message came 

Sweet as the golden bugle out of the dark. 

O lad of mine, they may tear us heart from heart, 
But war nor hell may sunder our souls apart. 

For God, who mated us ever the worlds were swung 
And matched our lives on a chain as gems are strung, 
He sends the secret thought of your mind to me, 
Over the land and under the yielding sea— 

Your wonderful, masterful voice, my love, my mate, 
Mounting the winds of the world when the day is late, 
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Over the crashing earth it comes to me, 

Braving fire and flood in its ecstasy, 

Winging high o’er the land as the wireless wings 

When goal to goal the ethereal message springs; 

Piercing the dark and striding the city’s din 

Till the terrible shout of war grows far and thin; 
Reaching my ears at last, on my heart unfurled— 
Your voice, my mate, which comes to me over the world! 
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THE MAIDENS OF EUROPE SPEAK 


War! Shall you be our lover? 

War! Shall you be our mate? 

Speak and answer us, Robber! 

How shall you compensate? 

You who came like a thief in the night 

And snatched your men for the brutal fight, 

Nor reckoned with the maidens, 

The white-faced maidens, 

The star-eyed maidens standing in a row— 

(My lover, O, my lover! God calls and you must go.) 
How shall you answer the heart’s call 

And the soul’s call 

And the blood’s call 

For him who was all in all? 

You who have killed our lovers, and let the love remain, 
How shall you kill the pain? 


Who is the Fiend from whom you came? . . 

Can you name his name 

Who gave you the right 

_ Masked with glory and armed with might 

To steal away our brave men, our dear men, our young 
men 

With all their lives untold? . . 

(O, kiss me, kiss me, lover! But alas, his lips are cold.) 

Do you know when you slaughter a million men 

You slaughter more than a million dreams never to bloom 
Baths 5, 

And break the hearts of maidens, 

White-armed maidens, 
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Sad-faced maidens standing in a row? 

(O, empty moonlit places where lovers used to go!) 
We with our womanhood denied, 

Never to bear the name of bride 

Challenge and face you, Robber! 

How can your kingdom stand? 

You who have dared to countermand 

Edicts of Love, and cannot see 

You rob, not us, but the race to be. 


You who stole our dear men, our brave men, our sweet 
men, 

With all their powers furled— 

(Those who should have lived, not have died, for the 
world) 

Do you know that with every million men you killed 

You scoffed at the rights of maidens, unfulfilled? ... 

Right of the ewe to the lamb, right of the tree 

To flower and fruit, right of the rose to the bee. 

Right of woman to mate with man, 

Right of God to his plan. 

(O, shattered dream of a tender nest 

And a babe at the breast!) 


War! Shall you be our lover? 

War! Shall you be our mate? 

We who must go love-starved for life, 
Never to know the name of wife, 
Challenge and face you, Robber! 

How shall you compensate? 

You who came like a thief in the night 
And stole your men for the brutal fight 
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Must answer to the maidens, 

The million weeping maidens, 

The stark-eyed maidens 

Standing in a row. 

(My lover, O, my lover! Why did I let you go!) 
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NO ONE TO MEET HIM 


Like a wild sea of bobbing hats and faces, 
The holiday mob surged over the station floors, flooded the 


corridors, 

Seethed and foamed at the ticket booths and information 
windows. 

How I first noticed him, I scarcely know . . . perhaps 


it was his khaki, 

Conspicuous now amid civilian suits once again familiar. 

Perhaps it was the lonely look he had, standing apart and 
waiting, 

Staring across the turgid human ocean, hoping for some- 
thing that had not happened yet. 

Then, in the tossing crowd, I lost him, and felt a pang— 

As if some tragedy lurked near me, and in this vivid 
stream 

I felt the sudden pressure of its tide against my heart. 

Oh, we are all one stream—one living, palpitating 
stream— 

And what one soul is feeling, washes in waves upon an- 
other soul, sometimes. 


But then to-day was not a day for sorry moods or fancies! 

This was a day of flags and cheers and lusty celebration. 

This was the nation’s day of independence, 

The family’s day of freedom and glad reunion. 

Everywhere, friends! Everywhere, joyful and warm as- 
surance, 

The hearty clasp of hand in hand, the cry of welcome. 

“Here we are, mother! Where’s the blessed baby?” 

“Bobby, my dear, I thought you’d never come!” 
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“How are the kiddies? Ages since I saw them.” 

“My, but it’s good to see you! Folks are waiting. .. . 
“Come right along . . . the car is just outside . . .” 
Then, while I listened idly as to babbling waters, 
Leaning against the desk where telegrams are written, 
Dimly intending soon to send a message, 

Sounded a voice behind me. . . . “What’s the trouble? 
“No one to meet you, son? Here . . . let me write it!” 


”» 


Even in rush hours, people may be kindly. 

This was the woman operator speaking, 

Reaching a hand to take the soldier’s message. 

There, at my elbow, bent above the paper, 

Striving to write with his disabled fingers. . . . 

Yes, it was he . . . the self same, lonely figure. 
Scarcely a lad he looked, yet old and broken. 

“Guess they forgot to come!” He said it bravely, 

Gulping his disappointment down with eyes quite merry, 
Even the while their reddened lids betrayed him. 
Snatching the time, as best she could, while others waited 
Taking his story bit by bit, this mother woman 
Struggled to make some sunshine for the soldier. . . 

He who had lain for many months in pain and darkness, 
Dreaming and praying for his hour of freedom. 


? 
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THE TREES THAT DIED IN THE WAR 


(To G. H. G.) 


So gentle they, yet glorious, 

Living their lives unseen; 

Treading the soil, victorious, 

Brave gods with banners green. 
They asked for naught but the pleasure 
Of serving the sons of men, 

Lavish with leafy treasure 

When Spring should come again. 
What answered we to their yearning? 
What gave we for their cheer? 
Hatred and shells and burning, 
Death in the Spring of the year. 
Gone like a vanished city, 

Tragic and far as Greece, 

God! Shall they give us pity? 

Men! Shall they bring us peace? 
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THE COMMANDMENT 


And a Being came to me, where | sat in the broad day- 
light, 

And said to me, “Write!” 

Strange was the shadow His passing made; 

Whether of fire, whether of shade 

I know not; only I seemed to see 

Sifting down through the atmosphere 

Bright as needles of darting rain 

The golden air of another sphere. 

Oh, may I see its like again 

To fill my veins with heavenly fright, 

To sting my vision, smite me dumb! 

“Never by war shall redemption come.” 

Whether a whisper, whether a breeze, 

Whether a telling among the trees 

I know not; only the words were said, 

Clear as silver above my head. 


“Never by war shall contention cease; 

Ye shall try out war for the ends of peace, 
Ye shall try out war to the rim of time— 
Your sons shall pay for the awful crime. 
Young were the lives that went, alas! 
Young bones make green and tender grass; 
But living men have greater worth. 

Would God they walked the earth!” 


And a Being came to me, a film on the high noon’s heat; 
Down where the orchards poured their sweet 
In blossom drifts of lavish white 
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He came and said to me, “Write! 

Never by hate is Truth revealed, 

Never by hate shall the earth be healed.” 
. . . Was it the ghost of a soldier dead? 
Was it some martyr spirit fled 

From Heaven awhile to help mankind 
A nobler way of peace to find? 

I know not; only I seemed to see 

A look of Heaven on every tree. 

“Never by war shall the world be won; 
Never by war shall good be wrought; 

Ye tear each other from sun to sun, 

Ye rend each other from night to day 
And over and over your prayers ye pray... 
Have ye forgotten the Word I brought?” 


Why were the huddled trees afraid? 

The poplar swayed as it ne’er had swayed; 
The birds were still in a stricken sky 
And cattle shivered as they went by. 
“Never by war shall my kingdom come; 
Ye fare to battle with beat of drum 

And shout to Heaven your brazen creed; 
Ye try out war till their bodies writhe 

In heaps of horror to meet the scythe; 

Ye try out war till their bodies wait 

In mangled mountains within your gate . 
No wars may turn the false word true; 

“A new commandment I give to you!” 


“Never by war shall contention cease!” 
Was it the robe of the Prince of Peace? 
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Ask the cypress, who saw him pass . 

A Wind of glory along the grass; 

Since when, her head she holdeth high 

To hear His footsteps mount the sky. 

Was it the Christ who greatly stood 

To plead in pain for the world’s manhood? 
I know not; only I seem to see 

That Presence ever follow me; 

He follows me through day and night— 
I write what He bade me write! 
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THE SCULPTOR SPEAKS 


Artist God hath a word for His wayward people, 

Artist God hath a word for His blundering race. 

Iron clang and brazen shout of the steeple 

Hush the treble of silver chimes in space, 

Hush and hinder His voice, whose will is hurled, 
Beating fine as rain o’er the noisy world. 

Sculptor God hath speech that must be told; 

Into the heart it falls like driven gold. 

“Aeons of time have they spent in the molding of plaster; 
Aeons of time have they hammered with chisel and clay, 
Shape of the mortal refusing the stamp of the Master, 
Pattern of darkness denying the vision of day. 

Lo, shall they forfeit their models, who wantonly fling me 
Forms out of chaos to fashion again and again, 

So shall they shatter a myriad shapes till they bring me 
Pattern of purity wrought in the sinews of men.” 
Sculptor God beholdeth His statues fall 

Over and over again from the shaken wall. 


Sculptor God cries out to an Earth disgraced; 
“How have the wanton hands destroyed my skill! 
How hath the human word my Sign effaced, 
Over the Master’s wish the mortal will. 

Where is the deathless Word I gave for token? 
Where have the workmen hidden my proved Design? 
God the Maker beholdeth his model broken— 
These are deception’s tragedies, not mine!” 
Artist God looks forth where their treasures lie— 
Flesh and marble and tapestried silk the same! 
Dreams that blossomed sweet as an April Sky, 
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Withered hopes that fell from a withered frame. 
“So shall they heap the wreckage pile on pile 

Till my world is free from guile. 

They who have fashioned sod shall reap the sod— 
Dust returneth to dust” saith Sculptor God. 

“So shall their idols shatter again and again 

Till my Image shine forth in men!” 


Sculptor God hath a voice like silver crying; 
Sculptor God hath a word like stinging hail; 
Over the earth I hear His signals flying— 

Keen His call as sound of a piercing gale. 

Sculptor God would issue a new command, 

Steady the will and guide the fumbling hand. 
Sculptor God would utter a stern decree— 

“They who would fashion well must follow me. 
Sore have they failed who wrought with human rules— 
Now shall my artists work with the Spirit’s tools.” 
Sculptor God cries out to His shining sons 

Words He uttered to Buddha, Christ and Paul. 
Long ago He spoke to His favored ones— 

Now the Will of the Sculptor chooseth all. 

“Build me afresh my world immense and clean; 
Build me a temple worthy an artist race. 

Look where the hidden Pattern shines serene, 
Shape me anew my ancient dwelling place.” 
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THE HOUR HAS STRUCK 


Now let the people stand and take great heed— 
The time is ripe for the immortal deed, 

The call is loud for the untrammeled man 

To execute God’s plan. 

Men have gone back unto their primal greed, 
On all the hopes of earth have they gone back, 
Traitors to faith and every human creed— 
Justice and Life and Truth are on the rack. 

A Monster crouches on the breast of Time, 
Fiercer than Molloch, filthier than crime, 

A Monster foaming drunk with human gore— 
Poets may sing their battle hymns no more. 
Poets no more their battle songs may raise, 

Nor priest nor patriot sound their futile praise— 
Their blasphemies were smitten from the pen, 
Their voices hushed by shrieks of dying men. 
Let him who tries 

To light his lyric by those crimson skies 

Look on this Monster with the hideous head, 

W hite with the staring eyeballs of the dead. 
Let him behold the Terror face to face, 

Demon of death, destroyer of the race. 


O world, what is this Horror you have spawned? 
In every land where human hope has dawned, 
Straddling the scarlet centuries of waste, 
Travels the awful Shape that Greed has traced. 
Here have men fawned 

And offered up their veins in every age 

To feed his rage. 


252 SELECTED POEMS 


Rome pampered him and Carthage gave her strength; 
Down all the ancient length 

Of Babylon and Ninevah and Tyre 

His hunger made of earth a funeral pyre. 

Proud Egypt poured 

Armies and ships and men, a precious hoard, 
And lavish Persia gave her thousand fleets, 

Yet all Time’s judgment seats 

And all Time’s penitence may not atone 

For broken mother hearts that bled alone. 
Art, commerce, industry and human fate, 

These have we fed the fiend insatiate. 

Man’s genius, that should save and not destroy, 
Has been his toy. 

And gold that should be building up the race, 
Feeding a starved and martyred populace 

Has gone to glut the Creature’s grinning jaws 
And magnify his cause. 

Rulers of blood, from Nero back to Cain, 

And onward to this present hour of pain, 

Have gorged him with their million, million slain. 
Assyria gave her host of flashing spears, 

And France and England for a hundred years, 
Yet none have answered for the people’s tears. 


What are we waiting for? And can we wait 

While at our gate 

This red colossal Shape of armored Strife 

Fastens its fangs upon the throat of Life? 

Whose dragon wings, unfurled, 

Drip blood ... and blood... and blood upon the 
world? 
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Wait! While the demon rears, death-shod, 

Belching his scorn upon the plans of God, 

His bloated belly yawning for its spoils, 

Progress and power crushed within his toils? 

What are we waiting for? Does no one dare 

To meet the grinning Terror, stare for stare? 

Lives there no spirit strong enough to spring 

God-armed, God-panoplied, straight at the vitals of the 
hideous Thing? 

Are we so caught within the Creature’s spell, 

Like children babbling at the door of hell, 

We have no will to conquer, to compel? 

May not a whole world rise 

And fling its protest to the bleeding skies? .. . 


A Monster sprawls upon the breast of Time— 
To question or to hesitate were crime, 

While o’er those awful battlefields of hate 

The mothers gaze, too late! 

It is the world-command, God’s judgment call, 
Greater than all. 

The hour is here for the rmmortal deed; 

For huge, majestic action we have need— 

Now let the people stand—and take great heed! 


234 SELECTED POEMS 
COMMANDER 


You ask if I saw a great general riding to-day, 

Worshipped and loved of the people swaying like trees 
in the wind of his eloquent way; 

Statue superb of chiselled endurance mounted over the 
throng, 

Hewn in the bronze of his figure the soul of a nation in- 
trepid and strong. 

(“Saw you the banners? Heard you the cheers as he gal- 
loped in sight? 

Saw you the human ocean foam into fluttering white?’’) 

Yes, Commander! My soul thrills to you. 

Yes, Commander! Victorious and true. 

For high above the avenue, where blooms the tallest 
tower, 

I saw the folded Future swing open like a flower. 

Marching out of Paradise where clouds of beauty are 

] saw the new commander, I saw the new commander 

Go forth to conquer War. 

Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 

Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 

But high above the frenzied street where weathered troops 
were striding, 

I heard the new commander, riding, riding! 


You tell me you saw the commander triumphantly pass, 

Acres on acres of human beings bending like prairie grass, 

Tier upon crowded tier of tense humanity sweeping to sud- 
den flame, 

Bursting in passionate purple and scarlet and riotous gold 
as he came. 


THE HOUR HAS STRUCK 235 


(“Heard you the hammering heart of a nation united as 
one? 

Saw you Democracy’s banner supreme in the sun?’’) 

Yes, commander! Your stawart soul is white. . 

Yes, commander! You fought the noble fight. 

But high above the crime of earth, its ignorance and 
shame, 

I saw the new commander, who wears the future’s fame; 

Beyond the shouting multitude and silver as a star 

I heard his bugle calling, calling sweet and far. 

Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 

Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 

The minds of men were marching, the minds of men were 
marching, 

The minds of men were marching, 

Forth to conquer War! 


Come, Commander! Swing wide the Future’s door. 
Come, Commander! The wasted lands implore. 

Where Innocence is dying, 

Where shattered homes are lying, 

Where torn hearts are crying 

For sons that are no more. 

Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 
Tramp—tramp—tramp, tramp, tramp. 

Beyond the sodden battlefields where fallen victims lie, 
I hail the new Commander, I hail the new Commander, 
I hail the new Commander 

Marching down the sky! 
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SECTION IX 
ROOM! 


ROOM! 


I will hew great spaces for my soul, 

Hours of majesty, aisles of beauty; 

Out of the solid universe will I hew them 

That my perishing soul may pass through them, 
That my passionate spirit have room to grow, 

That the mind of me may not suffer so, 

That I faint not here ’mid the pitiful round of duty— 
I will hue great spaces, marvelous places, for my soul. 


I will hew great paths for my soul, 

Out of the shining ether, keen as quicksilver, solid as steel, 
To know what the Void may reveal. 

My soul that is shrivelling here on earth 

Must have fresh birth. 

That the claims of earth may not bind me, 

That death may not find me, 

I will hew great spaces, huge places of life for my soul. 

I will seek me a way no man has trod, 

I will blaze new trails to the heart of God. 


That my soul may walk wider ways than earth, 

My soul and the souls of the world— 

I will challenge the Void where the secrets of life are 
furled, 

I will cleave new paths, that all may have fresh birth. 


I will hew great windows for my soul, 
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Channels of splendor, portals of release; 

Out of earth’s prison walls will | hew them, 

That my thundering soul may push through them; 

Through stratas of human strife and passion 

I will tunnel a way, I will carve and fashion 

With the might of my soul’s intensity 

Windows fronting immensity, 

Towering out of Time. 

| will breathe the air of another clime 

That my spirit’s pain may cease. 

That the being of me have room to grow, 

That my eyes may meet God’s eyes and know, 

I will hew great windows, wonderful windows, measure- 
less windows, for my soul. 


I will weave great melodies for my soul, 
Storms of harmony, hurricanes of feeling; 
Out of the cosmic rhythm will I choir them, 
Infinity’s breath shall inspire them, 

And chorusing orbs in their wheeling. 

That the sadness of earth may not ’numb me 
And grief overcome me, 

Here where terror and strife abound 

I will mount and mount on wings of sound; 

I will soar on symphonies of might, 

Lifted and carried 

Where whirlwinds are married 

To challenge the worlds in their flight. 

That earth may hear and rejoice 

I will summon the stars for their voice; 

I will marshal the music of manifold spheres, 
I will capture the chords of the thundering years, 
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From the course where Aldebaran runs 
I will summon the suns. 


I will range the abysm from sun to sod, 

Spaces ringing and singing with God, 

To the uttermost bounds of being, 

Past earthly sense and seeing, 

Till my passionate spirit has found at last 

A splendid place in the splendid vast. 

I, I, the immeasurable I, greater than suns or stars or 
spaces, 

Born of Creation’s boundless places, 

I, who am perishing here on earth, 

I will rend my way to a larger birth. 

Fetters and bars, I will shout my way through them; 

Planets and stars, like chaff will I strew them. 

That my spirit may hugely survive, 

For I am alive, alive! 


242 SELECTED POEMS 
ANTS 


We are like ants, we mortals, when we crawl 
Over and over the same round earth, 
Spanning as they a ruddy apple’s girth 

As if its goal were all. 

Bent on the body’s need, more and more, 
As ants we build and travel and explore, 
With eyes too fixed upon the good ground 
To see immensity that girds us round. 


Scarcely we look 

Upon the sky’s immortal book, 

But, closely bent 

O’er map and chart and rule, ever intent 
As ants upon the easier range, 

We miss the strange 

Far lettering of the sky’s page. 

Even in art and knowledge, seldom seeing 
Beneath the rind of being. 

Our learning handed down 

From age to heavy age 

In parchments of renown. 


“What book? What period? What place upon the map?” 
Settles the status of our thought. Mayhap 

Doubt stirs within us, too, but seldom do we cry 

Out of the depths of feeling, “Why?” 

We are like ants, that travel o’er a ruddy ball, 

Fondly beholding it as all. 

While but to lift the face 

And bare the head 

Beneath a million suns in beauty spread, 

Would usher man into the Eternal Courts of Grace! 
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(The Old Idea to the New) 


What is my wisdom, what my years of truth, 
Beside your boiling youth? 

A flood of raging waters flowing 

Beyond my knowing. 

A stream that batters down the olden gate, 
Nor heeds the solid shore where stands my thought, 
Hardened and fixed as Fate. 

You sweep aside the precepts I have taught 
As tides toss sea weed on a careless wave. 

I speak to you of caution and command, 
You, seeing visions beautiful and brave 
Scatter my fears like pebbles on the sand. 
You find a new God on the Future’s rim 
And bid me follow Him! 
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HUNGER 


THE DAWN 


The Dawn is my lover, the Dawn in the flush of his wak- 
ing; 

His throat thrilled and aching, 

His breast crimsoned over 

As fields of sweet clover, 

His mantle outflowing 

O’er limbs lithe and glowing— 

A god in the truth 

Of invincible youth. 

Dawn will not cheat me, 

Dawn will not hold forth alien arms to greet me. 

When all my being hungers to be fed, 

Dawn will not yield a cruel stone for bread. 

He knows no tragedy of stolid kiss 

Of sated passion and of slaughtered bliss. 

Forever in his heart there burns the fire— 

His pulses beat with beautiful desire. 

And I who am waiting 

Impatient for mating, 

I lean to his shoulder, 

My hope growing bolder, 

And exult in the rise 

Of passion’s surprise 

In his glorious eyes. 

Yea, | who am lonely 

I look to him only— 

The Dawn is my lover! 
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THE TREES 


The trees are my lovers, the trees in their awful founda- 
tion, 

Their socket of soundless creation; 

Plumbing the earth with their wonderful wires, 

Upthrusts of energy, sprung from the fires 

Of primeval desires. 

Oh, the awe of their hushed understanding, 

Their mighty commanding! 

Towers of tenderness flung to the sky 

To message the call of the deep to the high, 

To carry the hurt of such lovers as I. 

Trees will not mock me, 

Trees will not yield a cold embrace to shock me, 

Nor quench my fires with nerveless inattention, 

With stupid, human lack of comprehension. 

Trees do not turn an unresponsive cheek 

When I the hunger of my soul would speak. 

Forever are they comrade to the core 

Where earth’s tremendous energies have store, 

Their sources fathom leagues beneath the sod, 

Sunk in the throbbing dynamo of God. 

In the dusk, in the sweet, 

I can hear their hearts beat... 

Their branches outreaching 

In tender beseeching, 

Their leaves live and burning 

With beautiful yearning. 

Oh, the love—oh, the healing— 

The exquisite feeling! 


246 SELECTED POEMS 


With all my adoring 
I] heed their imploring... 
The trees are my lovers. 


THE STORM 


The storm is my lover, the storm when his fury is mad- 
dest, 

The storm when his passion is gladdest. 

At the height of his raving 

He answers my craving 

And comes to my saving. 

Though flesh doth deny 

My hunger its cry, 

I am taken to wife 

In the hurricane’s life. 

And she that looks on knew never such wooing, 

Such splendid pursuing. 

Yea, flesh stands aside 

With a stab in its pride 

And envies our rapture 

Abroad in the sky ... 


Breathless and cold in the might and the fright of it, 
Laughing and bold in the heat and the sweet of it, 
All of my being I give to his clasping, 

All of my breathing I give to his gasping . . . 

Aloft in high places, 

Through eloquent spaces, 

The night in our faces. 

And now in a lull, 
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When our rapture is full, 

Softly, swiftly down-dropping 

In space without stopping, 

Drunk, dizzy and blind, 

Seeking only to find 

Oblivion’s rest. 

Oh, the hush . . . oh, the calm 

In this region of balm, 

Delicious and best .. . 

His head on my heart and his sob in my breast... . 
Till renewing our madness 

And seized by our gladness, 

We rise to a whirlwind of mighty devotion, 
Of frenzied emotion. 


Oh, my wonderful lover— 

Such bliss to discover! 

O, lash me! O, hurt me! O, shake me! O, make me! 
Compel me and quell me. 

Beat me and bruise me and brutally use me 

If only you love me, 

The darkness above me— 

If only you hold me 

And ardently fold me. 

If only you love, without pause, without breath, 
Praying rather for death 

Than your arms should release 

And our ecstasy cease. 
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THE VAST 


After the whirlwind . . . what? The dull release, 
The stupid sinking into velvet peace, 

Satiety and nothingness again, 

Devoid of striving and devoid of pain? 

Shall I, then, who am daughter of desire, 

Cease for an hour to hunger, to aspire? 

Shall I, who am unconquered, be content? 

Can I, who am insatiable, be spent? 

No, and a thousand . . . no! 

My fires will not have it so. 

Winds, dawns and wonders... all of them are weak 
To voice the hunger that my soul would speak. 

To live ... to gasp ... to love ... ’tis not enough. 
The Self of me is made of madder stuff. 

Flesh cannot utter me, nor storms, nor trees— 
Nor all the tumult of a thousand seas. 

My puny form, so woman-frail and sweet— 

I laugh to see its futile hands and feet. 

As if they could do else than misconstrue me, 
Deny me and most cruelly undo me. 

As if they could express one millionth part 

The hurricane that rages in my heart. . 


Ah, we are bigger than our bodies . . . so much vaster! 
The insatiable Spirit is our master. 

The hunger that is in me knows no sating, 

And calls upon the universe for mating! 

] must let loose upon the Vast .. . 

For there my lover is at last! 

Freed from this cage, 
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In wild abandon and in rage 

To run among the clouds as the wind runs, 
Sheer-footed, mad with suns. 

Treading thunders 

And clasping wonders, 

With stars for sandals and the night for wings, 
Boldly to seek where Saturn swings. 

Oh, there’s such fury in me—such fierce aspiring, 
Such huge desiring! 

I need Infinity to feed me, 

Mightily, incessantly to breed me. 

I must be furiously unfurled .. . 

Seized and hurled, 

Outflung 

Into the vortex where planets are spun, 

World upon world, sun upon sun. 


Oh, to be tossed and torn, 

Of all strength to be shorn; 

Fearfully to be unfashioned, 

Terribly to be passioned, 

Poured forth on some resistless surge, 

One with its urge. 

To be sucked up by some devouring Source, 
Terrific in its force, 

My Self the essence, ecstasy, or what you will, 
Soul of the shudder, center of the thrill, 

My Self the terror and my Self the fire, 

My Self the very substance of desire. . . 
Swept into the great Cosmic Need 

Where planets breed. 

To be gushed out, enraptured and afraid, 
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My Self the fluid of which seas are made! 
Gloriously to be shattered, 

Wonderfully to be scattered, 

Splintering like spray 

In delirious dismay . . . 

To be drifted and sifted, 

Hurried and flurried, 

Blown forth in vapors and in wind, 
Despairing utterly my Self to find. 
Passionately to be drained, 

Interminably to be strained— 

Thinly and keenly poured, 

By yearning elements adored. 
Abandoning my soul, 

Utterly absorbed, losing myself in the whole. 


Then slowly, deliciously to be updrawn in trembling, 
My scattered forces all assembling 

From the four quarters of the obedient sky 

To reach the central being that is I. 

Oh, how the huge herding Forces use me... . 
How mightily the moulding Powers fuse me! 
Breathing me, seething me, 

Pelting and melting me. . . 

Till suddenly in suffocating spaces, 

Caught in mysterious embraces, 

Pinioned and held, 

Adorably compelled, 

I revel in such cruelty of bliss . . 

Life, Death and Hell were fashioned but for this! . 
Then swift release, 

My Self gone swooning into utter peace . . 


ROOM! 


Till trumpets summon me and I am flung 
Amid fresh worlds of wonder, newly sprung 
From the great universal urn, 

Where solar systems burn. 

Borne breathlessly o’er iridescent mountains 
Past cosmic fountains— 

Mighty Niagaras of nights and noons 
Gushing their cataracts of stars and moons, 
Between astounding ranks of blazing spheres, 
Whose terrors vanish as their splendor nears, 
I plunge in light, | drip with light, I shine 
As gods and angels, luminous, divine. 


Oh, storms of radiance, tempests of desire .. . 
How shall I compass all your seas of fire? 
Dazed, blinded by Infinity, I reach 

Groping and dizzy, for the hand of speech... 
Then the great tumult and the engulfing mist, 
My Self adrift in seas of amethyst, 

Silence like thunder and the white Awaking, 

A glad sun over the hillside breaking .. . 

The Dawn is my lover! 
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Swing out, my soul, till you reach 

The message the Heavens teach; 

I am tired of the teachings of men, 

I am weary of book and pen; 

Of faiths whose roots are bred in lust, 

Of creeds that rot in crimson dust. 

What creed can make the sick world whole? 
Swing out, my soul! 


My heart is worn with earthly speech; 

Swing boldly out, my soul, to reach 

The star-spread pages of the sky 

Where man’s desire is God’s reply. 

He who hath spun the shining air 

Wove not the web of man’s despair. 

Swing clear, swing true, swing high and higher— 
Leap like the primal flame of fire 

High up where rainbow visions span 

Creation’s virgin thought of man. 


Swing out on that ethereal sea 

As swimmers breast Eternity. 

Swing out, my soul, swing boldly out 
Through straits of sorrow, gulfs of doubt; 
Wash from my lips the cruel taste 

Of years that reek with human blood; 

My spirit strangles in the flood, 

Swept on in war’s transcendent waste. 
Spurn the black trough of unbelief, 

Scale the high waves of mortal grief, 
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Swing grandly forth, my soul, to find 

The salt blue ocean of God’s Mind. 

Undo the dream that men have died, 
Unfashion all the deeds of hate, 

Tell us the battlefields have lied, 

That men are still immaculate. 

Swing out, swing up to that high place 
Where the great dreams of God come true; 
Where Love shall bring the nobler race, 
And all things are created new! 
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Ye who so grandly went the way of death 
Singing Hosannas with your failing breath 
And now look back upon the life you spurned 
As on a childish trinket overturned, 

Seeing our globe as but a spinning toy 

Too frail and far to longer yield you joy— 
Open the gates for us, that we may hear 

Those vaster harmonies that thrill your ear; 
We, too, would gaze upon that nobler view, 
Would breathe the shining air that girdles you. 
God’s remedy for man we, too, would know; 
To heal the ailing earth of all her woe. 

Open the gates for us, that we may find 

As you, the riddle solved for all mankind. 


Ye who so brightly bridged the great abyss, 
One of you waits and yearns to answer this; 

I see the glimmer of your beckoning! 

Open the gates for me and I will swing 

Lightly as you across the enchanted gloom, 
Sprinkled so thickly now with souls abloom— 
Seeing the starry path your going made, 

I shall be unafraid. 


SECTION X 
UTTERANCE 


UTTERANCE 


March with the marching morn, 

Thrill to the world new born; 

Render thyself to the radiant day, 

Thy woe to the winds that play; 

Mount with the mounting bird, 

Herd with the clouds that herd; 

Be jubilant, be jubilant, O, my soul, 

For thou art alive to the whole! 
Autumn will take thee streaming, streaming, 
Out where the fields of the earth are teeming, 
Out where the country seaward speeds, 
With eyes of heaven to watch her flight, 
Rivers and rails her harness bright, 
And galloping hills her steeds. 

Fly with the flying hills, 

Go where the spirit wills. 

Fling to the winds thy self-control— 

Be riotous, my soul. 

Swarm with the swarming trees, 

Shout with the shouting breeze— 

Be riotous, riotous, O, my heart, 

Live utterly what thou art. 


Ride on the wings of thy white emotion, 
Race with the land to the tossing ocean; 
Canopied clouds above thy head 


And glory beneath thee spread. 
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Sing, sing, mightily sing, 

Flashing by on tumultuous wing; 
Sing of the gardens, O, my soul; 

See how their patterns fast unroll— 
Carpets of crimson hugely flung, 
Blankets of gold on the hillside hung, 
Rivers of sun and shadow chasing, 


Ribboning roads and hedges racing. 


Rye a’ sowing, corn a’ blowing, 
Russet harvest fields a’ glowing, 
Swifter, swifter, O, my heart! 
Royally, royally live thy part, 
Take to thyself ethereal pores, 
Soaring strong as the eagle soars. 


Heed how the rioting colors run. . . 
Topaz meadows, striped with sun; 

Seal brown mountains, sleek as fur; 
Hilltops ripe as a chestnut burr. 

And roads, roads with their trails unending, 
Sashes of silver, winding, blending; 
Streamers of light that beckon the sky .. . 
Let no part of the splendor by! ... 
Emerald, amber, hyacinth, jade— 

Drink of the glory, shade on shade— 

(God, how greatly the world is made!); 
Utterly drink, O, soul of mine, 

Drain the brew of the world like wine. 


Colors tumultuous, without number, 
Bronze and blue and mellow umber, 
Clamoring, tumbling faster yet— 


UTTERANCE “229 


Scarlet, mauve, maroon and jet; 

And blues, blues till the senses blind; 
Blues which only the soul can find— 
Blues that stream from heavenly sluices, 
Brewed from far celestial juices. 
Sword-sharp blues that pierce and sting, 
Darkling blue of the heron’s wing; 
Frosted blue that is softly hoary, 
Radiant blue of the morning glory; 
Blue that purples pansy-pink— 

Drink, drink, my spirit, drink! 

Till face to face with the desert brink 
We leave our quivering steeds behind, 
Winging alone to seek and find 

Furious joy in the desert wind. 


Drift, drift in the sultry air; 

Splendor is here as everywhere. 

Water awaits thee, singing, singing, 

Out where the streams of the land are springing, 
Out where the breath of the day is cool 

From kissing the mountain pool. 


Flame with the flaming lands, 

Burn with the burning sands, 

Yield all the dew of thy being up 

To the desert’s molten cup. 

Thirst with the thirst of the arid plain, 
Savagely thirst for the lips of rain; 

Be passionate, be passionate, O my soul, 
For thou art a voice of the whole! 

Then stand superb, as the Rockies stand, 
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Giant sentries that guard the land; 
Beautiful barriers hugely hurled 

By Time, who loves the world. 

Here let us pause, here let us wait, 
Fronting the glorious western gate; 
Listening close what the mountains say 
As they lift their heads to pray. 

Hush, my soul! It is holy ground; 

Here shall we find what Moses found; 
Caught in the terrible sweep of space 
Shall bare to the sky our frightened face; 
Standing tall as mountains stand 

Shall clasp the Creator’s hand. 


Soul, have we lived to this moment’s mark, 
Never to praise as mountains praise? 

How have we burrowed in the dark! 

How have we squandered nights and days! 
Then praise, praise with our blended might— 
Praise Him for hearing, praise Him for sight; 
Praise Him for feeling and all it brings, 

For life that surges and blood that sings. 
Praise for the blossoming Paradise 

Waiting under the western skies . . . 

Luscious country of vine and rose, 

Where honeyed plenty flows. 

Swing to the swinging day, 

Play with the winds that play; 

Drink all the dew of the valleys up 

In the spirit’s crystal cup. 

Laugh with the laughing morn, 

Romp with the day, new-born; 
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Be rapturous, rapturous, my heart, 
Live joyously what thou art. 


Great is the secret Love hath taught thee, 
Sweet is the land where Love hath brought thee; 
Millions of blossoms gold and white, 

Blooming like stars upon the sight; 

And look! What wonderful suns are these 
Twinkling in beauty among the trees? 

Solar systems as brightly fair 

As the luminous globes of the upper air; 

Planets scattered in living gold 

For mortals to taste and hold. 


Forth, my heart, while the sun shines brightly; 
Spread thy delicate pinions lightly; 
Drift, drift, happily drift; 

Sift, sift, as sunbeams sift; 

Skimming low as the swallows skim, 
Close to the meadow’s fragrant rim; 
Miss no part of the song or shine, 
But climb with the climbing vine; 
Twine with the leaves that twine, 
Take to thyself mysterious ways, 
Cousin of dews and mountain haze; 
Blow silk-fine like the gossamer thread 
Swung for the spider’s hammock bed; 
Hinges of body and soul unyoke, 

Issue spiral, as silver smoke— 
Breathe, breathe, tenderly breathe, 
Wreathe, wreathe from out thy sheath; 
Skimming low o’er the feathery grass, 
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Wade in the wash of the winds that pass; 
Sliding subtly as shadows slide, 

Into the garden let us glide; 

Down slender stalks 

By the garden walks, 

Thin as the air and fine as the sun, 

Let us run and shimmer as sunbeams run. 
Loose and large as the flying breeze, 
Small to enter where we please; 

Large to compass the worlds that swing, 
Tiny to ring as blossoms ring. 


Dip, dip to the waiting flower. 

For a darling hour 

Sip, sip from her golden heart; 

Lusciously, tenderly, take thy part. 

Draw to thyself ethereal ways, 

Thin to thread the bewildering maze 

Of tangled grasses and underbrush; 

Lying low in the quivering hush, 

Breathe deep down with the growing corn, 
Learn how the seeds are born. 


Then off, at the lure of the furious ocean; 
Open thy wings to the sea-gull’s motion, 
Scatter thy fears and fetters all 

To answer the siren call; 

Shout with the shouting seas, 

Rage as the spirit please, 

Boom with the roar 

Of the surf on the shore— 

Be boisterous, O, my soul. 
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Leap with the leaping wave, 

Rave with the winds that rave, 

Be rapturous, furious, radiant, riotous, 
Thou who art one with the whole! 

Autumn will take thee flying, flying, 

Out where the ships of the world are plying, 
Out where the soul and creation keep 

Their tryst with the soundless deep. 


Drift, drift, lustily drift; 

Lift, lift with the lifting tide; 

Follow the path 

Of the ocean’s wrath, 

Ride far out on the waves that ride, 
Towering high as the breaker towers, 
Crash in delirious showers. 

Foaming, eddying, fretting, whirling, 
Hurrying, waltzing, scampering, swirling, 
Landward surging, 

Panting, urging... 

Hold! . . . Hold 

For the beautiful, bold, 

Terrible leap we shall know at length. 
Rally thy forces, rein thy strength; 
Muttering, quivering, rolling, tumbling, 


Seething, rumbling, 

Thundering, roaring, 

Furious creatures, bellowing deep, 
Maddened herds we dare not keep... 
Forth at last! Hugely soaring .. . 
Now . . . higher! 
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Higher still, my soul, aspire! 

In a terrible wall of ocean fire 

Sweep to the summit of life’s revealing, 
Rise to the uttermost peaks of feeling. 

Rise . 2) Tisee le 

To the summoning skies, 

Nor pause, nor wait 

Till they who lean from Heaven’s gate 

Gather the breaker’s foaming flowers. 


Take to thyself stupendous powers, 
Poised atop of the vaulting crest... 

’ Look in the eyes of a white cloud sailing, 
Snatch the end of her gossamer veiling. 
Drink of her beauty, face to face, 
Leap to her languid, sweet embrace. 
Lie, with all thy senses failing, 
Cradled soft in her lovely breast, 
Rests.) Rest? 
esti G Rest 4 
Bask a while 
In her brooding smile .. . 

Melting with her melting whiteness, 
Shredded into airy lightness, 
Midway hung ’twixt sky and sea— 


Rein the elements! They are thine; 
Wind and sky and storm and brine... . 
Wild sea horses prance and quiver, 
Chargers waiting to deliver. 

Hoops of silver circle o’er thee, 

Wraiths of cloud that wreathe before thee. 
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Vaulting through each fairy ring, 
Cling, cling to thy perilous goal, 
Nor let thy horses slip from under. 
Praise thee, praise thee, O, my soul! 


Back, back, over thy track, 

Striding the waves, breasting the sea, 
Back, my spirit, come to me. 
Harness the storm, conquer the wind, 
Haste thee back to the lesser mind, 
The brain’s demand and the body’s needs. 
Faster fly on thy foaming steeds, 
Answer thine owner’s human crying. 
Over the continent flying, flying .. . 
Here at last! 

Rider, thou hast journeyed fast! 
Here I lie with a book at ease, 
Dozing under the Autumn trees. 
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TO-DAY 
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TO-DAY 


To be alive in such an age! 

With every year a lightning page 
Turned in the world’s great wonder-book 
Whereon the leaning nations look. 
When men speak strong for brotherhood, 
For peace and universal good; 

When miracles are everywhere, 

And every inch of common air 

Throbs a tremendous prophecy 

Of greater marvels yet to be. 

Oh, thrilling age! 

Oh, willing age! 

When steel and stone and rail and rod 
Become the utterance of God, 

A trump to shout His thunder through, 
Proclaiming all that man may do. 


To be alive in such an age! 
When man, impatient of his cage, 
Thrills to the soul’s immortal rage 
For conquest—reaches goal on goal, 
Travels the earth from pole to pole, 
Garners the tempests and the tides, 
And on a dream triumphant rides. 
When, hid within a lump of clay, 
A light more terrible than day 
Proclaims the presence of that Force 
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Which hurls the planets on their course. 
Oh, age with wings! 

Oh, age that flings 

A challenge to the very sky 

Where endless realms of conquest lie! 
When earth, on tiptoe, strives to hear 
The message of a sister sphere, 
Yearning to reach the cosmic wires 

That flash Infinity’s desires. 


To be alive in such an age! 

That thunders forth its discontent 
With futile creed and sacrament, 

Yet craves to utter God’s intent, 
Seeing beneath the world’s unrest 
Creation’s huge, untiring quest, 

And through Tradition’s broken crust 
The flame of Truth’s triumphant thrust; 
Below the seething thought of man 
The push of a stupendous plan. 

Oh, age of strife! 

Oh, age of life! 

When Progress rides her chariot high 
And on the borders of the sky 

The signals of the century 

Proclaim the things that are to be— 
The rise of woman to her place, 

The coming of a nobler race. 


To be alive in such an age! 
To live to it! 
To give to it! 
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Rise, soul, from thy despairing knees. 
What if thy lips have drunk the lees? 
The passion of a larger claim 

Will put thy puny grief to shame. 

Fling forth thy sorrow to the wind 

And link thy hope with humankind; 
Breathe the world-thought, do the world-deed, 
Think hugely of thy brother’s need. 
And what thy woe, and what thy weal? 
Look to the work the times reveal! 
Give thanks with all thy flaming heart, 
Crave but to have in it a part. 

Give thanks and clasp thy heritage— 
To be alive in such an age! 
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TO MADAME CURIE 


How great her travail, who went forth to find 
Out of creation’s void, the hidden spark; 

The glowing substance that would heal mankind, 
The light elusive, springing from the dark. 


How beautiful her ardor, to explore 

Those mighty boundaries that yield no rest. 
How patient was the brooding love that bore 
The splendor of the burden at her breast. 


How true to love was she, who yielded all— 
The rich and subtle purpose of her brain; 
Her heart, her soul, her body, to the call, 
And paid the price immortal, for our gain. 


Down in the darkness of creation’s womb 
How long, how long the enchanted secret lay, 
Until the hand of science from the tomb 
Brought forth her child into the light of day. 


Here is the clue to that colossal theme 

Spreading its clamor through our seething days— 
May she who stands as motherhood supreme 
Nurture humanity in larger ways? 


May she whose agony has brought to birth 
The miracle of daughter or of son 

Bear other miracles, of noble worth— 

May woman do for earth what man has done? 
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Mother of light, you answer well their quest 
Who fought for woman’s liberty, and died. 

In you, how greatly is their dream confessed. 
It is enough! Our age is satisfied. 
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LET ‘US DECLARE 


Come, comrades, you who dream and you who dare— 
Let us have utterance; let us declare. 

In face of all the firmament, 

This world the table whereupon we write, 

The day our parchment, and our ink, the night; 
Let us confer 

Freely with nature. Let us ask of her 

While we lay bare 

Our secrets for the Pleiades to share, 

What the Creator meant 

When he invented longing. Nor let us quail 

But ask the full intent. 

And why it is mortals so often fail 

Of their fulfillment; seek the roots, the cause; 
Sift, weigh and measure, find the laws 

That keep life innocent of age. 

God surely gave us not this rage 

Only to mock us for one little while 

And to let skeptics say, 

“Joy lasts but for a taunting hour, a day, 

Then leaves life emptier than an empty smile.” 


Come, heart of mine, soul of mine, 
Militant, glowing, divine. 

Let us stand vigorously forth, we twain, 
Intrepid, robust, sane; 

With all our powers of feeling and of mind 
Put forth to find. 

O, heart; O, soul; O, lover 

Let us rediscover 
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The vanished secret and the abandoned hope 
That lured the seekers to that highest slope 
Where the faint-hearted faltered and fell back. 
Let us, full fledged, 

And pledged 

To have the whole, bravely demand to know their lack. 
Let us strike boldly out for that far trail they lost 
Just at the gleaming borderland of Truth, 
And—what the cost— 

Pause not, nor faint, until we find 

Those wild, ecstatic wishes on the wind 

Blown from the apple orchards of our youth. 
Why limit God’s capacity for bliss 

Since ’tis man’s littleness makes living small; 
Cuts short his rapture in one fleeting kiss, 

Keeps him from knowing all 

That God designed? 

Come, soul, and let us find! 


Come, mortals! Friends, lovers, fathers, mothers, 
Daughters and sons—let us be free! 

In all ways that are great and fair 

Let us declare 

How we shall live, how we shall love, what we shall be— 
All three. 

Able at last to answer back the universe in its own key, 
Let us command the past and future both, nor be afraid 
To live as hugely as our souls are made. 

Come workers! Poets, artists, dreamers, more and more 
Let us shake wide our wings and soar. 

Let us not fear to answer the high call 

That trumpets to us all. 
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Amid the doubt and chaos of to-day— 
The hate, the lust, the rage, 

Let us declare for nobler things— 

The coming of that age 

When man shall find his wings. 

Above the roar of cannon and the din 
Let us not fear to sound the silver horn 
That ushers the new morn— 

Come, comrades—let us win! 
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THE OLD PHARAOH * 


TUT-AN KH-AMEN 


Your majesty has crumpled up the years 

And flung them on the sands like leaves of roses. 
Time is a whirling gossamer that disappears 
Above the splendor where your dust reposes. 

A thousand thousand centuries had failed 

To quench the cause that made you truly king... . 
Leader magnificent were you, who trailed 

New paths to beauty for our following. 
Because you are invincible, sublime, 

You smite with glory the immediate hour, 

You pierce the vistas of imperial time 

With more imperial consciousness of power 

Till we who knew you as a mystic name 
Stand staggered in the presence of your fame. 


*For John Haynes Holmes 
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TO EDITH M. THOMAS 


Minds that dwell 

In the white splendor of the upper spheres, do well. 
For all their seeming loneliness, a spell 

Of grandeur growing daily into song 

Makes melody of wrong. 

Lyra is patient, through eternal space; 
Capella wings her swift, invisible flight 
Through endless barriers of day and night; 
And Cassiopeia triumphs in her place. 

Poet, the winds of Truth blow near and far; 
Clamor and dust descend unto their own; 
When the last wind has blown 

A wakened world shall see you as you are— 
The steadfast sister of the morning star, 

On your immortal throne. 
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MORNING GLORY 


1 who in dreams did drive the spinning earth 
And tame the fiery comets for my steeds, 

Now to my body do | bring new birth, 

A living splendor for my daily needs. 

Down to my pillow do | draw the fire 

That sped me through eternity at night; 

Nor strength shall fail, nor singing muscles tire 
When through my being flows the celestial light. 


I glide to earth from Heaven’s shimmering stair; 
The gift is on me. I shall win my goal. 

The gods are here who left me to despair— 
Nor ever were they absent from my soul. 


The fluid hour arrives. The day commands; 
The ribbons of the morning are unfurled— 
The reins of circumstance are in my hands— 
Once more, a god, | drive the spinning world! 
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A SONG OF TRIUMPH 


Work! 

Thank God for the might of it, 

The ardor, the urge, the delight of it— 
Work that springs from the heart’s desire, 
Setting the brain and the soul on fire— 
Oh, what is so good as the heat of it, 
And what is so glad as the beat of it, 

And what is so kind as the stern command, 
Challenging brain and heart and hand? 


Work! 

Thank God for the pride of it, 

For the beautiful, conquering tide of it, 
Sweeping the life in its furious flood, 
Thrilling the arteries, cleansing the blood, 
Mastering stupor and dull despair, 
Moving the dreamer to do and dare. 

Oh, what is so good as the urge of it, 
And what is so glad as the surge of it, 
And what is so strong as the summons deep, 
Rousing the torpid soul from sleep? 


Work! 

Thank God for the pace of it, 

For the terrible, keen, swift race of it; 
Fiery steeds in full control, 

Nostrils aquiver to greet the goal. 
Work, the Power that drives behind, 
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Guiding the purposes, taming the mind, 
Holding the runaway wishes back, 
Reining the will to one steady track, 
Speeding the energies faster, faster, 
Triumphing over disaster. 

Oh, what is so good as the pain of it, 
And what is so great as the gain of itp 
And what is so kind as the cruel goad, 
Forcing us on through the rugged road? 


Work! 

Thank God for the swing of it, 

For the clamoring, hammering ring of it, 
Passion of labor daily hurled 

On the mighty anvils of the world. 

Oh, what is so fierce as the flame of it? 
And what is so huge as the aim of itP 
Thundering on through dearth and doubt, 
Calling the plan of the Maker out. 

Work, the Titan; Work, the friend, 
Shaping the earth to a glorious end, 
Draining the swamps and blasting the hills, 
Doing whatever the Spirit wills— 

Rending a continent apart, 

To answer the dream of the Master heart. 
Thank God for a world where none may shirk— 
Thank God for the splendor of work! 
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CONQUERORS 


(To The Airmen Who Risk Their Lives) 


Ye who ascend into the cosmic blue, 

Pledged to the glory of a mighty cause, 
Clean-stript of cowardice, of self devoid, 
Laughing to see the sudden yearning jaws 

Of Death below you in the swimming void— 
How shall we name a tribute fit for you? 

How shall we build a monument whose height 
Shall match the marvel of your splendid flight? 


Soldiers ye are, before whose glorious deed 

Praise topples prone and petty lips are dumb. 

Ye gladly forfeit life and all it brings, 

That in the kindling centuries to come, 

Men, free as gods, shall cleave the air with wings, 
Shall stride their superstitions as a steed; 
Mounting with ecstasy the waiting herds 

Of willing clouds, unfettered as the birds. 


Brave navigators ye, in ships of air, 

Heralds of progress, servants of the race. 
Great as Columbus was and yet more bold, 
Ye plumb the regions of uncharted space 
That millions now unborn shall yet be told 
How mind has conquered matter everywhere! 
Ye dare, that man may see himself supreme— 
Lord of the air, and Master of his Dream. 
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The soul is stronger than its sin, 
The man is greater than his crime; 
All forces urge the upward climb 
And help the fallen one to win. 

No more may pulpits preach the lie 
The centuries have stumbled by .. . 
The man is higher than his fall, 
Else he were never man at all. 


O soul, who kneelest in the dust, 

Stand up and face the noonday light; 

Stand up! and make thy gallant fight... 
The man ts larger than bis lust. 

Though dogma trample thee to hell, 

Press on! I tell thee, all is well. 

No sin, no shame, can shackle thee, 

For thou art God’s and God is free! 


The world may sneer thine upward climb, 
But thou art greater than thy crime. 

Press on, press on, nor be afraid. 

Would God condemn the thing he made? 
Hurl thou thy cry ’gainst heaven’s gate— 
God must admit thee, soon or late. 

Thy passport? Saints could ask no more... . 
His Image at thy very core! 
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THANKSGIVING 


Thank Thee, O Giver of life, O God! 

For the force that flames in the winter sod; 
For the breath in my nostrils, fiercely good, 
The sweet of water, the taste of food; 

The sun that silvers the pantry floor, 

The step of a neighbor at my door; 

For dusk that fondles the window-pane, 
For the beautiful sound of falling rain. 


Thank Thee for love and light and air, 

For children’s faces, keenly fair; 

For the wonderful joy of perfect rest 

When the sun’s wick lowers within the West; 
For huddling hills in gowns of snow 
Warming themselves in the afterglow; 

For Thy mighty wings that are never furled, 
Bearing onward the rushing world. 


Thank Thee, O Giver of Life, O God! 

For Thy glory leaping the lightning-rod; 
For Thy terrible spaces of love and fire 
Where sparks from the forge of Thy desire 
Storm through the void in floods of suns, 
Far as the heat of Thy Presence runs, 
And where hurricanes of chanting spheres 
Swing to the pulse of the flying years. 


Thank Thee for human toil that thrills 
With the plan of Thine which man fulfills; 
For bridges and tunnels, for ships that soar, 
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For iron and steel and the furnace roar; 
For this anguished vortex of blood and pain 
Where sweat and struggle are never vain; 
For progress, pushing the teeming earth 
On and up to a higher birth. 

Thank Thee for life, for life, for life, 

O Giver of life, O God! 
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THE DOER * 


While poets praised the whirlwind and the wild 
Impatient powers of the firmament, 

He called the thunder to him as a child, 
Summoned the lightning from the way it went, 
Captured the forces of the earth and sky 

For men to travel by. 

A new Saint Francis, knowing subtle speech 
To beckon winged creatures out of reach; 
Bidding the tempests like obedient birds 
Perch on his shoulder, listen to his words, 
Hearing their secrets, to be told again 

To the glad world of men. 


With testing, reverent hands and seeing eyes 
Glimpsing his God through steel and wire and wood, 
He lured the splendors out of Paradise, 
Prisoned the comet’s fire for human good, 
Loosing the strands of Berenice’s Hair 

To link the paths of men and make them fair. 
Man or magician, saint or sorcerer, 

Whether in league with Jove or Lucifer, 

The dark Inferno answers to his mind 

And harnessed Satan toils for humankind. 
World, bring him your gifts of purest worth 
Who builds the Eternal City here on earth! 


*In recognition of Frank Julian Sprague’s pioneer electrical 
achievements. 
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THE SKYSCRAPER 


Beautiful ship, striding a ceaseless ocean, 

Borne on the crest of the turbulent human tide, 
Flying your flag in the wind of the city’s emotion— 
Beautiful ship of the town, how tall you ride! 


Magical ship, with wind-borne clouds behind you, 
Fleece of the sky foaming against your prow, 
Never before has my vision chanced to find you 
Mightily moving against the day as now. 


Never before have I caught your soul resplendent 
Flying above the city’s dark and noise; 
Never before have I seen your bulk transcendent 
Plowing the turgid wave with heavenly poise. 


Wonderful ship on the seas of commerce riding, 
Here’s to your goal and the triumph of coming in! 
These are the hearts of America you’re striding, 
These are the goals of America you win. 
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THE GREAT SCENARIO 


(Manhattan—At Times Square) 


Here is the huge confession brightly spelled— 
Man’s wild antipathy to solitude; 

The sight of spaces and of stars withheld, 
That Babylon may house her fevered brood. 


Manhattan, O, Manhattan, more and more 

The ancient dream of fellowship comes true. 

As through your streets the myriad nations pour, 
Their hopes, their dreams, their faith belong to you. 


Here is the thirst for pleasure sharp and sweet, 
Man’s cluttered craving blotting out the sun; 
The stream of presences, the rain of feet, 

A thousand feelings flooding into one. 


Manhattan, you are filmed across the dark, 

Of great scenarios the most commanding; 

I wonder if the gods behold your spark. . . . 
And does a city beckon to their understanding? 
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MARIGOLD NIGHT 


(City Streets on a Rainy Evening) 


Marigold night, running mellow and mellow, 
Tempting my feet with your sumptuous yellow, 
Marigold street with your riotous bloom, 
Witches have woven you out of the gloom. 
Loving each star on its shadowy stalk, 

On through your luminous gardens | walk. 
Treading your flowers, unhurt they remain, 
Blooming afresh in the beauty of rain. 
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GIRLS 


Pretty, twinkling girls, 

Blowing along Fifth Avenue, 

I like you. I am cheered by you. 

Of you I heartily approve. 

You are like sudden flowers in a dark canyon— 
Starring the gloom with color and delight. 

Each delicate face on a fragile stem, 

Framed for bewitchment and surprise. 

A little breeze sets all your leaves fluttering; 

A radiance flashes out of you; 

Each slender step is like a sunbeam, 

Shining because it must. 

Man made the canyon, but God made the flowers. 
What is the Power that makes you as you are— 
.Bright-blowing, beautiful girls? 


Glittering, gorgeous girls, 

Dancing along Broadway, 

What is the urge that makes you as you are— 

Brilliant, challenging, restless, feverish, 

Every glance a thrust of fate, 

Every pulse a cry for Fame and Power and Splendor— 
You are insatiable flame, you are burning winds 
Blowing across the town. 


Daring, courageous maidens, 

Trudging along Sixth Avenue, 

Little workers from big families, 

Toilers brave in the boisterous, uncaring town— 
Out of the crowded and smothered conditions of home, 
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How have you come? 

Tell me the secret, dear little girl with the buckle, the 
wing and the rose— 

Cramming your hat box under the bed at night; 

Washing and pressing and sewing when others are sleep- 
ing; 

Folding away your ribbons and girdles and ties— 

Sweet Cinderella, guarding your glittering shoes— 

I will sing of you, I will sing a song just for you— 

Wonderful, wonderful girls! 
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THE CHARIOT OF THE AGE 


J am a Purpose powerful and swift, 

The uttered Longing of the human race, 
The spoken Struggle of the Mind 
Triumphant over space. 

I am the Will of yesterday to lift 

The burdens of to-day from all mankind. 


I am the Dream of toilers at the loom, 

Hope of the surging multitude of men 

Prisoned within the sordid city’s gloom... . 

I am the Vision shining in their den, 

Bearing the worn and fretted souls, Aladdin-wise 
To fairy hills and blossoming blue skies. 


In the red hours of sudden mortal grief 

I am the speeding angel of relief. 

Swift as an arrow from the bow is sent, 
I am His messenger, on mercy bent... . 
I am His lightning, I am His steed 

To answer human need. 


I am the panting engine of the heart; 

The energy of every part 

Made visible at last; I am the thrill, 

The spur and splendor of the human will, 

I] am the Soul of man unfettered from its cage— 
I am the chariot of the golden age. 
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TO A RAILROAD TRAIN AT NIGHT 


Train, with your long white feather flying in the moon- 
glow, 

You are young love, keeping its tryst with delight, 

You are rapture, speeding across the night. 

Train, with your pulses pounding, 

You are ambition, radiant, resounding. 

You are the shout of the soul’s first divination, 

The heart’s great acclamation. 

Pushing ahead to the teeming town’s fruition, 

You are the harnessed will, the piercing intuition. 

Sparks from your passion painting the midnight sky, 

Looking neither to right nor left as you race by... . 


You are the Great Adventurer flying to greet the day, 

You are the mind’s electric purpose trained to the narrow 
way; 

You are determination, ardent, single-hearted, 

Seeing no track but yours, no other goal, no turning... . 

Train, with your headlight burning, 

You are human yearning! 
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CITY SMOKE 


How beautiful is smoke that breathes 
Above the city’s brawl, 

And like a fairy lady wreathes 

Her scarf upon the wall. 


How strange a heart is hers, who then 
Dissolving into space 

Bequeaths unto the eyes of men 

No knowledge of her face. 


How lovely is her chariot 
Whose steeds are never heard, 
So eerily they move across 
The far path of the bird. 


I think she hath but little care 
For noisy pangs of earth; 

For chimneys or for engines where 
Her loveliness had birth. 


And can it be such ugly things 
Begot this butterfly? 
O city, you have angel’s wings; 
O Maker, so have I! 
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“ANCESTRY” 


(Song of the Liberated Man) 


Courage is my Progenitor, 

My source the Primal Will, 

My chariot the shining globe 

That whirls beneath me still. 

The North Star and the Polar Sea 

Whispered and dreamed and thought of me— 
The Gulf Stream said that I should be. 


The Pleiades have mothered me 

And held me on their breast; 

The Four Winds welcomed me from South 
And North and East and West. 

The great hills of the ruddy earth 

Did leap to celebrate my worth— 

The laughing rivers hailed my birth. 


Go, seek your lineage, who must! 
Your ancient parchments find; 
No royal crest can give to man 
What dwelleth not in mind. 

The forests know my family tree, 
The splendor and austerity 

Of Him who hath begotten me. 
My Father is the Universe, 

The heart of Life, my mother, 
And God Himself my Ancestor. .. . 
I need no other! 
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THE WOMAN OF THE AGE 


A soul that sat in light, and looking out 
Across concealing battlements of cloud, 
Saw the deluded world meshed in its own doubt, 
Mummied in superstition as a shroud. 

Saw how the half-born human race revered 
The ills it feared, 

Bowing the knee to gods debased and mean, 
Fierce graven images, unspeakable, unclean. 
Beheld the hideous pageant as it came 
Down dim distorted centuries of lust— 
Dark worshippers of idols and of shame 
Whose deeds are dust. 


Seeing how Molloch toppled and Baal fell 
And still the spell 

Wrought other gods, invented fears anew, 
While frenzied dervish and enchanted priest 
Gloated above the sacrificial feast 

And a fresh glamour grew 

From endless orgies in an unending chain 
Of agony and pain. 


A soul that sat in light, seeing without disguise 
The stern, sad chronicle of ages run— 

A film of horror melting in the sun, 

Unseen, unguessed by the Eternal eyes, 
Gazing forever on the plan supreme— 

Man in the image of his Maker’s dream, 
Unhurt, unsullied, burning clear and white 
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Like a great star at night. 

Man’s mighty heritage of sin and grief 

The tortured shadow of his own belief 
Spread like a dark obscuring veil in space; 


The world self-hidden from the Creator’s face. 


A soul that sat in light; and looking, saw 
The end and the beginning of the Law 

Lay only in beholding God aright. 

And stretching forth her hands 

To the sick peoples of all lands, 

She cries to-day, “Come forth into the light!” 
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WINGED VICTORS 


Said the earth to her plodding men; 

Said the earth to her sons, the brood of her breast, 

“The million years roll on and round again, 

But the hour comes for the going of birds from the 
mother nest. 

See! How I softly fly 

Through the sheer sky— 

And as | skim the obedient blue, 

So shall you!” 


Said the earth to her fledgling race, 

Cried the earth to her infant gods one by one 
Beating brave wings in frightening space— 

“T, too, was once a feeble speck in the sun, 
Swept by shattering storms of chaos under me. 
So shall ye safely stride 

Wind and tide, 

Sailing over the land, then over the sea. 


“So shall ye join the celestial tribes who would explore 

Far seas and a new shore. 

So shall ye know the joy of mad, adventuring flight 

With great orbs moving in flocks of beauty across the 
night. 

Ah, ye have lain snug and slept long 

Never to witness earth, one of the vast migrating throng 

Who, hearing the Far Voice by man unheard, 

Follow and follow on, like the homing bird!” 


Said the earth to Saturn, “See! 
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Saint of the sky, with aureoles of fire, 

Behold what manner of rings encircle me— 

Girdles of golden ships that shall not tire 

Till man triumphant, cleaving a path to Mars, 
Calls to a kindred race in kindred spheres, 

Beckons the silver-plumed planets and stars 

Plying their burnished wings against the assembled years. 
Hail, Castor and Pollux! Kingly Orion, Hail! 
Witness a new-born race that shall not fail. 

For the day of the trudging and toiling man is done, 
The hour strikes for the soaring of gods to the sun!” 
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RESURRECTION 


Lo! ’Mid the splendor of eternal spaces, 
Pierced by the smile of God, 
I looked last night upon celestial faces, 
The singing ethers trod. 
World upon world in rhythmic measure wheeling— 
Millions of blazing suns like censers swung; 
When down the lanes of light a voice came pealing, 
Upon my ear its clarion message flung: 
“To-day is Resurrection! Look not hence 
To some far distant trumpet call to sound 
That hour when, as the spirit’s recompense, 
Man’s body shall be summoned from the ground. 
O feeble souls bound close with superstition, 
O blind and halt and deaf that will not hear, 
There is no other miracle fruition 
Than thrills the cosmos now from sphere to sphere! 


“Earth at this hour is shaken with the passion 
Of Resurrection fire. 

Stupendous forces move and mold and fashion 
Unto God’s great desire. 

The only death is death in man’s perception; 
The only grave is grave of blinded eyes; 
Creation’s marvel mocks at man’s deception— 

It is man’s mind that from its tomb must rise! 
To-day is Resurrection! Take the word, 
Cry it aloud to all the waiting earth: 
303 
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To-day is Resurrection! Thou hast heard— 
Man must arise unto a nobler birth. 

’Tis human thought alone is dead and sleeping, 
From orb to orb God’s world flames wide awake. 

From vast to vast dynamic tides are sweeping— 
Not God’s the fault that man will not partake. 


“Earth is no fated orb flung out to nourish 
An aimless, empty vast— 

Aloof, alone, its little while to flourish, 
Robbed of its fire at last. 

In all God’s scheme there is no separation, 
There is no Yonder and there is no Void; 

One Lightning Presence runs through all Creation— 
Links earth and star and sun and asteroid. 

The spur that speeds Orion on his way 
Thrills in man’s fingers; every impetus 

Of star and sun is ours; or night or day, 
The torch that lights the Pleiades lights us. 

Arcturus’ ecstasy and man’s may mingle; 
One goal unites and beckons to us all; 

From stone to star no destiny is single— 
All are embraced within one Cosmic Call. 


“Waken, O world, if you would glimpse the wonder 
Of God’s great Primal Plan! 
Open, O ears, if ye would hear the thunder 
Hurled from the heights to man! 
How long shall Christ’s high message be rejected?— 
Two thousand years have passed since it was told, 
Must One again be born and resurrected, 
Ere man shall grasp the secret, ages old? 
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What, then, the miracle of Easter day? 
What meant the riven tomb, the hidden Might 
That conquered Death and rolled the stone away 
And brought the Master back to mortal sight? 
This! That throughout the worlds, One Life, unbroken, 
Rushes and flames in an eternal vow. 
Death cannot be, and never has been spoken— 
God and Immortal Life are bere and now!” — 
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THE TIBEL 


When shall the libel of old age be struck 
From that fair coin, man’s body? Nature burns 
With big desire to brand the lie, to pluck 
From plastic flesh the symbol that she spurns; 
Pouring her precious treasure without stint 
That man, made over like the new born child 
Shall have, each year, a body undefiled, 
Shining and clean from heaven’s unfailing mint. 


Too long has superstition paid the toll 
To this supreme, insatiable sin! 
Man, in Life’s image, dying with his dole, 
Housed with the worm, to dust and ashes kin. 
There is no crime against the human race 
More terrible than age—to take new gold 
Perfect and pure from the eternal mould 
And stamp so huge a falsehood on its face 


How dare we halt and shrivel with the years? 
How dare we bow to death, decay and age 

When Life that thunders through a million spheres, 
Terrific torrent of creative rage, 

Sings in our sinews, laughs within the blood? 

Cries, “Counterfeit!” to man’s poor tale of blight; 
Shouts, “I can make you over in a night, 

If you but yield to my renewing flood.” 


O man, predestined creature of the sun, 
Speak, in thy might, but the stupendous Truth— 
Thy thought, thy will, thine aim and Nature’s one— 
And thou shalt know at last eternal youth! 
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IMMANENCE 


The flavor of God comes pouring from everything— 
Plums and oranges, apples and grapes and dew; 
The justice of God is felt in the briar’s sting, 

And bees, molested, may tell of His justice, too. 


The courage of God comes up with the mounting sun, 
His pity sounds in the dripping of crystal rain; 

He blooms in the petalled west when day is done, 
Under the dark he fathers the fields of grain. 


The splendor of God cries out in the souls of men; 
His ardor leaps in the hearts of the sore opprest. 
You who have prayed for the coming of Christ again, 
Lo, He is here in the pulse of the people’s breast! 


Lo, He is here! And the eyes of the blind shall see. 
Lo, He is here! And the lips of the dumb shall speak. 
You who would find your Lord in the life to be, 
Look! In the heart of the race is the God you seek. 
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WHERE STARS ARE BORN 


I went to the place last night where stars are born, 
Opening soft and still like tender corn, 
Held on the slender stalk of the quiet morn. 


Folded close in clouds like little pearls asleep 
The tiny seedling stars were clustered deep— 
And oh, I prayed that God the baby stars would keep! 


I saw them through their blue transparent sheathing— 
It almost seemed I heard them softly breathing, 
Their sweetness to the lovely dawn bequeathing. 


Far in the wide plantations of the azure air 
It seemed to me I climbed a silver stair. . . . 
And then I saw that birth is very fair. 


Oh, it was wonderful to see them growing 
There in the garden of an angel’s sowing. . . . 
And now I am so happy, happy—knowing! - 
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IN SPITE OF WAR 


In spite of war, in spite of death, 

In spite of all man’s sufferings, 
Something within me laughs and sings 
And I must praise with all my breath. 
In spite of war, in spite of hate 

Lilacs are blooming at my gate, 
Tulips are tripping down the path 

In spite of war, in spite of wrath. 
“Courage!” the morning-glory saith; 
“Rejoice!” the daisy murmureth, 
And just to live is so divine 

When pansies lift their eyes to mine. 


The clouds are romping with the sea, 
And flashing waves call back to me 

That naught is real but what is fair, 
That everywhere and everywhere 

A glory liveth through despair. 

Though guns may roar and cannon boom, 
Roses are born and gardens bloom; 
My spirit still may light its flame 

At that same torch whence poppies came. 
Where morning’s altar whitely burns 
Lilies may lift their silver urns 

In spite of war, in spite of shame. 


And in my ear a whispering breath, 
“Wake from the nightmare! Look and see 
That life is naught but ecstasy 

In spite of war, in spite of death!” 
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THE LUMINOUS HEART 


The heart more luminous than dawn denies 
The slanders love hath borne for mortal sake; 
Her gaze is wider than the earth’s mistake, 
She flieth higher than an eagle flies. 

Yet naught of love is hidden from her eyes— 
She knoweth all who sleep and all who wake; 
Upon her breast the hues of morning break 
To spell the immortal secret of the wise. 
That golden word of the eternities 

No human law may find, no net may snare; 
No creeping thought may gather what it is, 
For only that which climbeth the blue air, 
The heart more luminous than any dawn, 
Loves and transfigures what it looks upon. 
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REALITY 


1 dreamed a dream last night, when all was still, 
When earth in sleep forgot her murmurings; 

I saw the soul, the spirit—what you will— 

Of this vast world; I saw the heart of things. 


We call it real, this world of shapes and sounds, 
These objects we can see and touch and hear, 
Nor know we of the wonder-world that bounds 
And thrills beneath, behind, the human ear. 


I looked beneath, nor was | aught afraid, 
And saw the living center, fine as flame. 

I sensed the substance whereof man is made— 
That which defies analysis or name. 


I saw that back of everything there lies 
This wondrous, shining essence, finer far 
Than all the gathered gold of western skies, 
More lasting still than suns or planets are. 


This, this is real, for this it is that gives 
Life, color, motion, form, to what we see. 
This hidden something that forever lives, 
Sustaining all with subtle certainty. 


And have you not, at some portentous time— 
Some crisis in your life, some pregnant hour— 
Felt a swift breath as from another clime, 
Thrilled to the core of being by its power? 
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That night of fierce soul struggle, when you knelt 
And cried aloud that Death unlock the bars; 
Then looked above in sudden awe and felt 

The mute compassion of a million stars? 


That time you listened to some magic strain 
Of master music, shaken by its might, 
And, all aquiver with its joy and pain 
Your soul swept on into some sphere of light? 


In vain do men of science seek to prove 

The hidden world that throbs behind the seen; 
The ever-present Cause of things that move, 
Eludes their searching sight, however keen. 


As well might sunbeams seek to prove the sun 
And rivulets the ocean, as that man— 

A living flame from out the Central One— 
Should seek to prove the Source where life began. 


Within that unseen realm, all thought is born; 
Each inspiration and each lofty theme 

Is mothered there, and like a ray of morn 
Comes shining down into the poet’s dream. 


We have an outlook on this world of forms, 
While deeply rooted in the hidden sphere; 
Impregnable to terrors and to storms, 
The self-invisible knows naught of fear. 


Would man but grasp, with focused powers of mind 
The subtle laws that rule the finer realm, 
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Abandoning the lesser aims that blind, 
The grosser joys that dull and overwhelm, 


This dawning century would bring to light 
The deepest truths for which we vainly grope; 
Would open up new worlds to human sight, 
In large fulfillment of our highest hope! 
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A DAUGHTER’S TRIBUTE 


Before my girlhood turned its eager page, 

1 knew her more than mother, more than sage. 

Back of the wide brow and earnest eyes— 

The strange concealing curtain of her face— 

I saw one day the miracle take place; 

Piercing the outer garment of disguise 

A monarch of the spirit shining through 

The form I knew. 

“God at the core of you; God at the core of every woman 
and man 

And child upon this planet.” So her teaching ran. 


And I, who listened, went at dusk to see 

What inward knowledge might arise in me. 

And standing close beside the garden tree— 
“God is as near as this—as close!” | said, 

And felt a sudden sacred rapture spread 

Singing through all my veins, and knew His heart 
Beating within my own, its inmost part. 

His pulse, sounding within my own, as if He said, 
“T will be with thee on the dim road ahead!” 


In golden roses and a golden dress 

I knew, one day, my mother’s proud caress— 
Her hands had fashioned every seam of it, 

Cut from a silken gown of old to fit 

My girlish need when graduation came. . 
To-day the smell of roses, yellow-sweet, 

Makes my heart beat; 

And golden silk beckons to me like flame . . . 
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Straight and severe and hard the path was set; 
So cold it seemed to my warm heart! And yet 

I know to-day the road that had no rest, 
Upward and upward, on and on, was best. 
Never her spirit faltered, never her courage went 
Though mortal strength was spent— 

“Look to the spirit, and be strong!” she cried, 
As on and up we traveled, side by side. 


Sometimes in dreams | see her tall, severe; 

A hooded monk, a soldier or a seer— 

Scarcely I know, she seems so hushed and great, 
Sacred and solemn and immaculate, 

Marching in straight procession with the strong 
Whose stalwart shoulders rise above the throng. 
The world shall see her yet as I have seen, 
Priestess and mother, prophetess and queen. 
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THE DWELLING PLACE 


Dawn; and a star; and the sea unfurled; 

And a miracle hush hanging over the world; 
And | standing lone by the edge of the sea— 
When lo, God came and spoke to me. 

He spoke to me, and I hid my face, 

For a wide white glory illum’ed the place. 

And I bowed me, trembling: “Oh, God,” I cried, 
“Ts it here that thy Presence thou dost hide? 


“Hast thou always dwelt mid the sea and sky 

In the hush that quivers when day is nigh? 

I have sought thee long, but have sought in vain, 
Through years of trial, through nights of pain, 
And all the while thou wert waiting far 

In the wave, in the dawn, in the paling star! 
Had I known, O God, of thy dwelling place 

I might long ago have seen thy face!” 


But God made answer, “Not in the star, 
Or the dawn, or the wave, did I wait afar. 
O, child of mine, I was close to thee— 
Thou wert always held in the arms of me. 
But only now are thine eyes unsealed 
And my Ever-presence to thee revealed. 
Go, turn thee back to the world of men 
Thou shalt never search in vain again. 


“On the darkest days thou shalt see my light, 
My eyes shall look from the eyes of night; 
In the voices of children my voice shall ring, 
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My splendor shine in the humblest thing. 

Thy daily task—it shall thrill with me, 

For I shall be near to commune with thee. 

O child, this moment thy breath is mine. 

Hush—listen! My pulse beats now with thine.” 
Dawn; and a star; and the sea unfurled; 
And a miracle hush hanging over the world. 
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“IN THE NIGHT WATCHES” 


O Thou who art driving the silver-swift wheels of the sun, 

Rushing on, rushing on, rushing on in the dead of the 
night, 

] have roused me to hear; 

I have roused me to hear how thy planets are satinly spun, 

How thy forces are sandaled for flight. 

And | listen in fright, 

Yea, I waken in wonderful fear, 

For that which was soundless is clear, 

The whisper and whir of thy pulse, it hath come to mine 
ear. 

Hush! ...1 hold me so still 

To the beat of thy will, 

Throbbing on, throbbing on, throbbing on in the infinite 
dark; 

I will stifle my breathing to hark. 

I will hollow myself as a flute 

That thy spirit may speak, 

I will hold myself utterly mute. 


O Thou who, unsleeping, 

Art endlessly keeping 

The worlds in the universe wound— 

Every rod, every disk, every intricate part, 

Slipping on, slipping on, slipping on, without error or 
sound, 

To measure the pulse of thy heart; 

What care I if Thou hast not form, or a human embrace! 

If Thou hast not a throne or a crown or a mansion in 
space, 
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Need my being despair? 

Thou art larger and freer than air; 

Thou art here when I call, 

And thy beauty encompasseth all. : 

1 will make myself smoother than glass— 

Yea, white as a mirror is white, 

To gather thy breath as it pass, 

To garner thy light. 

Thou art larger and freer than air, and as air Thou art 
near, 

Who hast strangely and terribly opened the path of mine 
ear, 

Who hast lengthened 

And strengthened 

My hearing to follow the timing, 

The delicate chiming, 

Of sphere upon sphere... 

Far up where the racing of minutes and pacing of hours 
is heard, 

And a star ticks time, ticks time to the heart of a bird. 


I will hold me as hushed as a harp to the sound of thy 
coming, 

As a forest of pines awake to the far winds humming, 

I am thine to be shaken, 

O, Thou who didst waken 

And call me to hear, in the sweet of the night, 

How Thou feedest the fires of thy planets, enamored of 
flight, 

And tendest the furnace here in my breast 

That hath never known rest. 

I will hold me as slim as a reed 
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he more finely to heed .. . 
I will humble myself as a weed. 
Yea, God, so the heart of thy secret I find, 
I will humble myself as grasses that worship the wind. 
What care I if Thou hast not a name, 
Who art Power and Presence and Force, 
Who art Infinite Source, 
Who art wind . . . who art flame! 
If Thou hast not body, wings, or a lightning face, 
Doth it matter to thee? 
Thy being with mine casts its pace; 
When Thou speakest to Saturn, Thou speakest also to me. 


I am thine to be shaken 

And lifted and taken; 

Thine to be whirled 

On, on to the ends of the world, 

So the might of thy message I bring! 

I will shout, I will sing, 

I will cry from the housetops this marvelous thing . . . 
I will call to the bowed, broken, desolate children of men 
The joy of thy coming again. 

O, flame in the wind, O, Voice in the flame... 
Forever and ever and ever the same, 

In the night, in the dawn, 

Throbbing on, throbbing on, throbbing on! 
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ASSURANCE 


God’s curtains lift on such stupendous height, 
His stage is set within such mighty leisure, 
Man’s moments may not measure 

The grandeur of the sight. 

God’s hammers beat such glory from the dark, 
And from the dawn such ecstasy of adulation, 
Could mortals only hark 

*Twould be the world’s salvation. 


This earth a shifting alchemy in space, 

A lump of lightning held in the fingers of God, 

Which, to our human touch becometh sod— 

A thing to weigh and measure and embrace 

In that immense, mad fancy of the human race 

Called the last enemy. O, Death, how we shall laugh some 
day 

When the benumbing fantasy is swept away! 


SELECTED POEMS 
GOD’S MAN 


Man is not dust, man is not dust, I say! 

A lightning substance through his being runs; 
A flame he knows not of illumes his clay— 

The cosmic fire that feeds the swarming suns, 
As giant worlds, sent spinning into space, 

Hold in their center still the parent flame, 
So man, within that undiscovered place— 

His center—stores the light from which he came. 


Think of the radiant energy that lies 
Hoarded in secret chambers of the earth; 
Think of the marvels drawn from out the skies— 
Light, beauty, power, of electric birth. 
Then what of man, who is himself a world; 
Into whose being conscious forces pour? 
Since from the central sun his soul was hurled, 
What of the glory thundering at his core? 


Man is not flesh; man is not flesh, but fire! 
His senses cheat him and his vision lies. 
Swifter and keener than his soul’s desire, 
The flame that mothers him eludes his eyes. 
Pulsing beneath all bodies, ere begun, 
Flashing and thrilling close behind the screen, 
A sacred substance, blinding as the sun, 
Yearns for man’s recognition in the seen. 


We walk blindfolded in a world of light— 
We could touch hands with angels if we would; 
Could, with a single utterance of might, 
Commune with a celestial brotherhood. 
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So sheer the veil, one thrust of faith could rend 
The vast illusion of our erring sense; 

The facts we fear, the shapes we comprehend, 
Are but the flimsiest tissues of pretense! 


The times are anguished, for man feels the press 
Of his divinity; through travail pains 
The urge is goading him till he confess 
The splendor that is crying through his veins. 
Uncover, man! Thy heaven self is gold. 
Gladden the eyes of Him who made thee good 
In that first morning when the worlds were told 
And Primal Word pronounced thine angelhood! 


Dust! Why, the Future laughs at our dull sight; 
Laughs at the judgment linking man to sod— 
Damning him ever with decay and blight 
When at his center burns the blaze of God! 
The Force that flung the far suns into space 
Pushes and throbs through an eternal plan; 
The Mind that chains the singing stars in place 
Implores fulfilment in the soul of man. 


O God, give us the whirlwind vision! Let us see, 
Clear-eyed, that flame creation we call earth, 
And man, the shining image, like to Thee. 
Let the new age come swiftly to the birth, 
When this—T7 hy world—shall know itself divine. 
And mortals, waking from their dream of sense, 
Shall ask no proof, no message, and no sign— 
Man’s larger sight the unanswerable evidence! 


THE END 
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